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I In 1891 la tha Pr«noli language, SiU&mi wm not 
written for Madame Sarah Bernhardt, but wai accepted hj her 
for production at the Palace Theatre, London, in 1892, when a 
lieence woe refuMd bj the Cenaor. The pUj was firat performed 
by the I'aiiTU nn L'(EnvBn, Parli, in 1896. Private perfonn- 
ances have been giren, in England, by tiie New Stage Clab in 
1903, and by the literary Theatre Club in 1908. The opera 
of Dr. Richard StrauH was firat produced in Dresden in 1906 ; 
an incomplete text ii uaed for the icore. The dramatic and 
litenrj rights are protected in every language. The original 
and complete French dramatic version, here reprinted, is the 
literary and dramatic property of Itobert Rosit. The German 
dramatic righta are vetted with Herr Ludwig Bloch. The right 
of English translation is the property of Mr. John Lane. 
Exclusive of the operatio vemion, the play ii published and 
wmstantly perform^ in eleven different lan^nagea, 

FtntFubliAid.'iS^— 

Parit! Librairie dt CAH Indipmitmt. I 

Xvwfon .■ Ztti'n Matkaet and Jelm XotM. ) 
Xi^lilh Trantlation by Lord AifreA Doitglat, «•(& pttturtt 

bt/ Aiibrt]/ BeanUUf, ISH. £U«t MaOuwt a«d JtAtt 

Ntw Mition of AtfUA (nituiiKiim, mitk /ntrofaottM b§ 

Robert Aom, 1900. ^afcM Lant and Oa. 
nrtt PvbUatti by JfiOtMi* and Co., IBOT, 
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PERSONNES 

M^RODB ANTIPAS. Titrarqae de Jndte 

lOKANAAN, le prophite 

LE JEUNE SYEIBN, aplulBe de U ftrda 

TIGELLIN, im jenne Rouuiu 

UN CAPPADOCIEN 

UN NUBIEN 

PREMIER SOLDAT 

SECOND SOLDAT 

LE PAGE D'HteODIAS 

DES JUIFS, DES NAZAR&ENS, etc 

UN ESCLAVE 

NAAHAN, le botirrema 

H^RODIAS, Femme da Titrarque 
SALOU&, fille d'H^rodfM 
LES ESCLAVES DE SALOUi 
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[Utu grand* ttrrasit dans U palais fHirode donnant 
tur la saile dt/estin. Dts ioldats tont accoudis tur It balten. 
A droite ily a un inermt ticaUer. A gauche, an Jond, umt 
anaentu ciUrtu entoitrie tPun mur de brotat vert. Clair 
de lunt^ 

IX. JEUNE 9T1UEN 

Comme la priucesse Salom^ est belle ce soir I 

L£ TAOE D*h£rODIA8 

Regardez la lune. La lune a I'air tr^s 
strange. On dirait une femme qui sort d'un 
tombeau. EUe ressemble k une femme morte. 
On dinut qu'elle cherche des morts. 

LE JEUME SYRIEM 

KUe a i'air tr^ Strange. £lle ressemble & 
une petite princesse qui porte un voile jaune, 
et a des pieds d'argent. Elle ressemble ^ une 
princesse qui a des pieds comme des petites 
colombes blanches . . . On dirait qu'elle danse. 
5 
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SALOMti 

LE PAGE d'h:£B0DUS 

EUe est comme une femme morte. Elle 
Ta tr^ lentement. [Bruit dams la sail* dt 
fesHn^ 

PKEMIER 80LDAT 

Quel vacanne I Qui soot ces Mtes fauves 
qui hurlent ? 

SECOND SOLDAT 

Les Jui&. lis sotit toujours ainsi. C'est 
sur leur religion qu'ils dlscutent. 

PREMIER SOLDAT 

Pourquoi discutent-ils sur leur religion ! 

SECOND SOLDAT 

Je ne sais pas. Us le font toujours . . . 
Ainsi les Fharisiens affirment qu'il y a des 
anges, et les Sadduc^ens disent que les anges 
n'existent pas. 

PREMIER SOLDAT 

Je trouve que c'est ridicule de discuter sur 
de telles choses. 

LE JEUNE BYKIEN 

Comme la princesse Salom^ est belle ce soir 

LK PAGE D'HERODIAS 

Vous la regardez toujours. Vous la regarda 
S 
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SALOMK 

tap. II ii« fiiat pas regarder les gens de cette 
a^n ... II peut arriver un malheur. 

Jt JEUNE STBIEN 

Elle est tr^ belle ce stnr. 

■BJUnEa SOLDAT 

Le t^tnuque a I'sii sombre. 

tECOND SOLDAT 

Oui, il a I'aJr sombre. 

imiWtBft SOLDAT 

11 r^arde quelque chose; 

lECOND SOL.DAT 

II regarde quelqu'un. 

PB£MIEB BOU}AT 

Qui regarde-t-il t 

SECOND SOLDAT 

Je ne sus pas. 

LE JEDNE STBIEN 

Comme la princesse est pftle 1 Jamais je ne 
I'ai rue si p&le. E^e ressemble au reflet d'une 
rose blanche dans mi miioir d'argent. 

LEPAGE D'H^ODUB 

II ne faut pas la r^^arder. Vous la regardez 
tropl 

7 
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SALOMlft 

PREHOCE 80LDAT 

H^rodias a vend k boire au tdtrarque. 

U CAPPAOOCIEN 

C'est U reine H^rodias, celle-Ui qui porte k 
mitre noire sem^e de perles et qui a les che- 
veux poudr^ de bleu ? 

PREMIER SOLDAT 

Oui, c*est H^rodias. C'est la femme da 
t^trarque. 

SECOND SOLDAT 

Le tdtrarque aitne beaucoup le vin. II 
poss^de des vins de trois esp^ces. Un qui 
vient de Itle de Samothrace, qui est pourpre 
comme le manteau de C^sar. 

LE CAPPADOCIEN ' 

Je n'ai jamais tu C^sar. 

SECOND SOLDAT j 

Un autre qui vient de la ville de Chypre, 
qui est jaune comme de I'or. 

X.E CAPPADOCIEN 

J'aime beaucoup I'or. 

SECOND SOLDAT 

Et le troisi^me qui est an vin sicilien. Cc 
vin-lii est rouge comme le saog. 

8 
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salom£ 

LE NUBIEN 

Les dieux de mon pays ument beaucoup le 
sang. Deux fois par an nous leur sacrifions 
des jeunes hommes et des vierges : cinquante 
jeunes hommes et cent vierges. Mais il semble 
que nous ne leur donnons jamus assez, car ils 
sont trks durs envers nous. 

IX CAPPADOCIEN 

Dans mon pays il n'y a pas de dieux k pr^ 
•ent, les Romains les out chassis. II y en a 
qui disent qu'lls se sont r^ugi^s dans les mon- 
tagnes, mais je ne le crois pas. Moi, j'ai pass^ 
trois nuits sur !es montagnes les cherchant 
partout. Je ne les ai pas trouvds. Etifln, je les 
ai appel^ par leurs noms et Us n*ont pas paru. 
Je pense qu'ils sont morts. 

PBEKIBB. 80LDAT 

Les Juifs adorent un Dieu qu'on ne peut 
pas Toir. 

LX CATPADOCISN 

Je ne peux pas comprendre cela. 

FKEUIEB. 80LDAT 

Enfin, iljs ne croient qu'aux choses qu'on ne 
peut pas Toir. 
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SALOM£ 

LB CAPTADOCIEN 

Cela me semble absolument ridicule. 

LA TOIX d'IOEANAAN 

Aprte moi viendra un autre encore plus 
puissant que moi. Je ne suis pas digne mdme 
de duller la courroie de ses sandates. Quand 
il viendra la terre d^erte se r^jouira. £Ue 
fletirira comme le lis. Les yeux des aveugles 
Tcrront le jour, et les oreilles des sourds 
seront ouveites . . . Le nouveau-n^ mettra sa 
main sur le nid des dragons, et m^nera les 
lions par leurs crini^res. 

SECOND BOLDAT 

Faites-le taire. II dit toujours des choses 
absiu-des. I 

PREMIER SOLDAT j 

Mais non; c'est un saint homme. II at 
tr^ doux ausst Chaque jour je lui donnei I 
manger. II me ronercie toujours. 

LE CAPPADOCIEH I 

Qui est-cet 

PREMIER SOLDAT 

C'est un proph^te. 
10 



b, Google 



SALOMS 



IX CAPFADOCIEN 

Quel est son nom t 

FUHIER SOLDAT 

lokaoaan. 

LB CAFFADOCIEN 

D'oii Tient-il f 



SOLDAT 

Du desert, ofi il se nourrissait de sauterelles 
et de miel sauvage. II ^tait vStu de poll de 
chameau, et autour de ses reins it portait une 
ceinture de cuir. Son aspect ^taittr^ farouche. 
Une grande foule le suivait II avait mdine 
de disciples. 

l£ CAFFADOCIEN 

De quoi parle-t-il f 

FSEUIEB SOLDAT 

Nous ne savons jamais. Quelquefois il dit 
des cfaoses ^pouvantables, mus il est impossible 
de le comprendre. 

LB CAPFAIXMriEN 

Fent-on le voir f 

PUSnZB SOLDAT 

Non. Le t^trarque ne le permet pas. 

11 
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SALOM£ 

LS JXUNE STBIES 

La princesse a cachd son visage demire son 
^ventail 1 Ses petites mains blanches s'a^tent 
comme des colombes qui s'envolent vers leurs 
colombiers. Biles ressemblent k des papillons 
blancs. EUes sont tout k fait comme des 
papillons blancs. 

LE PAOS d'h^RODIAS 

Mfus qu*est-ce que cela tous fait ? Fourquoi 
la regarder ? II ne &ut pas la regatder ... II 
peat arriver un malheur. 

LE CAiPAOOciEN [fHOfttraitt U cittrMe} 
Quelle strange prison 1 

lECOND SOLDAT 

C'est une ancienne citeme. i 

IS CAFPADOCIEN | 

Une ancienne citeme I cela doit dtre trte i 
malsain. 

SECOND SOU)AT 

Mais non. Far exemple, le fr^re du t^trar- ; 
que, son frkic aind, le premier mari de la reine 
H^rodias, a 6t6 enferm^ !k-dedans pendant 
douze ann^. II n'en est pas mort. A la fin U 
a &Uu r^trangler. 
IS 
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SALOM^ 

IX CAITASOCIEN 

L'^tranglert Qui a os^ faire cela t 

SBCONS SOUtAT 

{moniroMi It bourreau, un grand w^/ry] 
Celui-1^ Naamao. 

IX CAPPAI>OCIEN 

U o'a pas eu peur f 

SECOND 80LDAT 

Mais non. Le t^trarque lui a envoys la 
bigve. 

LE CAFFADOCIEK 

Quelle bague t 

SECOND 80IJ>AT 

La bague de la mort Ainsi, il n'a pas eu 
pair, 

LE CAPPADOdEM 

Cependant, c'est terrible d'^trangler uit roi. 

PBEUIEK SOIJIAT 

Fouiquoi ? Les rois n'ont qu'un oou« comme. 
les Butres homines. 

LB CAPPAIXHXEN 

n me semble que c'est terrible. 
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SALOME 

LB JEinnE STBIEN 

Mais la princesse se l^vel EUe quHte la 
table 1 Slle a Tair tr^ ennuy^. Ahl elle 
vient par id. Oui, elle vient vers nous. 
Comme elle est pdle. Jamais je ne I'u vue si 
p&Ie... 

LB PAGE D'HiBODIAS 

Ne la regardez pas. Je tous prie de ne pas 
laregarder. 

LB JEDNS STBIEN 

Elle est comme une colombe qui s'est 
^gar^ . . . Elle est comme un nardsse agit^ 
du vent . . . Elle ressemble k uae fleur 
d'argent. 

[Enirt SALQlli.] 
BALOici 

Je ne resterai pas. Je ne peux pas rester. 
Fom^uoi le t^trarque meregarde-t-iltoujours 
avec ses yeux de taupe sous ses paupi^res 
tremblantes? . . . C'est strange que le man 
de ma m^re me regarde conmie cela. Je ne 
sais pas ce que cela veut dire. . . Au fait, si. je 
lesais. 

IS JEUNE 8YBIEN 

Vous venez de quitter le festin, |nincesset 
14 
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salom£ 

BAIX>BC^ 

Comme I'air est fnis icil Enfin, id on 
respire 1 Lk-dedans il 7 s des Juifs de Jeru- 
salem qui se d^chirent k cause de leurs 
ridicules c^r^onies, et des barbares qui 
bcnvent toujoius et jettent leur via sur les 
dalles, et des Grecs de Smyme arec leurs 
yeux peints et leurs joues fard^es, et leurs 
cheveux frisks en spirales, et des £g3rptieiis» 
silencicux, subtils, avec leurs ongles de jade et 
leurs manteaux bnins, et des Romuns avcc 
leuT brutality leur lourdeur, leurs gros mots. 
Ah I que je d^teste les Romains I Ce sont des 
gens communs, et ils se dooneiit des airs de 
grands seigneurs. 

X£ JBONE STRIEN 

Ne Toulez-Tous pas vous asseoir, princesse f 

LE PAGE d'h^BODIAS 

Fourquoi lui parler ? Pourquoi la r^;arder ! 
. . . Oh f il va arrirer un malheur. 

MAumA 

Que c'est bon de voir la lune 1 Elle ressemble 

h one petite pi^ce de monnaie. On dirait une 

toute petite fleur d'argent. Elle est froide et 

chast^ la lune . . . Je suis silre qu'elle est 

15 
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salom£ 

rierge. EUe a la beauts d'line vierge . . . 
Oui, elle est vierge. Elie ne s'est januus 
soiling EUe ne s'est jamais donn^ aux 
hommes, comme les autres Dresses. 

LA. TOIX d'IOEANAAH 

II est renu, le Seigneur I II est renu, le filt 
de rHomme. Les centaures se sont cach^ 
dans les rivieres, et les sir^nes ont quitt^ les 
rividres et couchent sous les feuilles dans les 
fordts. 

■ALOHi 

Qui a cri^ eela ? 

SECOND BOU>AT 

C'est le prophHe, princesse; 

tAJJOUA 

Ah I le proph^te. Celui dont le t^trarque a 
peurt 

SECOND SOUIAT 

Nous ne savons rien de cela, princeise. 
C'est le proph^te lokanaan. 

LE JBUNX 8YRIEN 

Voulez-Tous que je commande votre liti^ 
^incesse I II fiut trte beau dans le jardln. 
1« 
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SALOMfi 

ialoh:^ 

U dit des choses monstrueuses, k propos de 
ma m^re, n'est-ce pas t 

nCOKD 0OLDAT 

Nous ne comprenons jamus ce qu'il dit» 
priDcesse. 

aAZX)Mi 

Oui. il dit des choses monstrueuses d'elle. 

VS E8CLATS 

Princesse, le t^trarque tous prie de retoumer 
aufestin. 

lALOH^ 

Je n'y retouTDerai pas. 

LE JBUNE 8YBIEN 

Pardon^ princesse, mais si reus uy retour- 
niez pas U pouirait arriTer un malheur. 

SALOM^ 

Est-ce un vieillard, le proph^te ? 

MX JEmtS STBIEN 

Princesse, il vaudrait mieux retourner. 
Permettez-mot de tous reconduire. 

uuomA 
Le prophite . . . est-oe un vinllard f 
• 17 



b, Google 



SALOME 

I 80LDAT 

Non, princesse, c'est un tout jeune hommc; 

SECOND SOLDAT 

On ne le sait pa& II y en a qui disent que 
c'est ^e I 

SALOH^ 

Qui est ttiet 

SECOND SOLDAT 

Un trte ancien proph^ de ce pays, prin- 
cesse. 

UN ESCLATS 

Quelle r^ponse dois-je donner au t^raique 
de la part de la princesse I 
1^ TOtX d'iokanaan 

Ne te T^jouis point, terre de Palestine, 
parce que la verge de celui qui te frapptut i 
^t^ bris^ Car de la race du serpent il sortin 
un basilic, et ce qui en nattra d^vorera les 
oiaeaux. 
ialoh^ 

Quelle strange voixl Je Toudrais bien lid 
parler. 

PREHIEB SOLDAT 

J*al peur que ce soit impossible, princesse. 
18 
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SALOMti 

Le t^trarque ne Teut pas qu'<m lui pule. 11 * 
mdme d^endn au grand pr£tre de lui parler. 

ULOMi 

Je veux lui parier. 

raEHIKB 80LDAT 

C'est impossible, princesse. 

SALOH^ 

Je le Teux. 

12 JE1TNZ STRIEH 

En effet, princesse, Q raudnut mieux 
letoumeT au festin. 

BALOHi 

Faites sortir le prophdte. 

PBEHIEB BOLDAT 

Nous n'osons pas, princesse. 

SALOH^ [^afiprochasU tU la tii4m* ti y 
regardant] 
Comme il fait noir Ik-dedans 1 Cela doit 
dtre terrible d'etre dans un trou si noir I Cda 
ressemble k une tombe . . . [aux saidais] Vous 
ne m'avez pas enteudue t Faites-le sortir. Je 
veux le voir. 

19 
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salom£ 

■XCOHD fOLDAT 

Je Tous prie, princouet <to no pas noui 
demander cda. 

Vous me &ites attendie. 

PBEHIER SOLDAT 

Frincesse, nos vies tous appartiennent, mids 
nou^ ne pouvons pas faire ce que tous nous 
demandez . . . Enfin, ce n'est pas k nous qu'il 
faut vous adresser. 
■ALOUi [regardant lej'eutu Syritn} 

Ah I 

LZ FAOB D'niRODIAS 

Oh 1 qu'est-ce qu'il va arriver ? Je suis sdr 
qu'il va arriver un malheur. 

SALOME \s^aj^rochant dujewie Syrien\ 

Vous ferez cela pour moi* n'est-ce pas, 
Narraboth ! Vous ferez cela pour moi f J*u 
toujours 4\A douce pour vous. N'est-ce pas 
que TOUS ferez cela pour moi f Je veux seule- 
ment le regarder, cet Strange proph^te. On 
a tant parl^ de lui. J'ai A souvent entendu 
le t^trarque parler de luL Je pense qull i 
peur de lui, le t^trarqu& Je suis s{lre qull 
SO 
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SALOMfi 

a peur de lui . . . Est-ce que vous ausn, 
Namboth, eit-ee que tous aussi tous en avei 
peur? 

UK JEUNX STKIEN 

Je n'al pas peur de lui, princcsse. Je n'u 
pear de petsonne. Mais le t^trarque a 
fonnellement d^fendu qu'on Uve le couvercle 
de ce puits. 

SAXiOH^ 

Vous ferez cela pour moi, Narraboth, et 
demain quand je passerai dans ma liti^ sous 
la porte des rendeurs d'idoles. je laisserai 
tomber une petite fleur pour tous, une petite 
fleur verte. 

LE JEUNE STBIEN 

Frincease, je ne peux pas, je ne peux pas. 

8ALOM]£ [sourtafU] 

Vous ferez cela pour moi, Narraboth. Vous 
savez bien que vous ferez cela pour moL Et 
demain quand je passerai dans ma liti^re sur 
leptmt desacheteurs d'idoles je tous regarderai 
k travers les voiles de mousseline, je tous 
r^arderai, Karraboth,je youi sourirai, peut- 
ttre Kegardez-moi, Narraboth. R^ardea* 
31 
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SALOHifi 

mot Ah I Tous sarez biea que tous allez &ire i 
ce que je tous demande. Vous le sarez bien, . 
n'est-ee pas f . . . Moi, je sais bien. I 

LE JEUNE flTBIEN 

[Jaisant UH sigm au troisihtu soldo/] 
Faites sortir le proph^ ... La princesse 
Salom^ veut le Toir. . 

SALOH^ I 

Ahl 

LE PAGE d'H^BODIAS I 

Oh I comme la lune a Fair strange I On ; 
dirait la main d'une morte qui cherdie li se | 
couTiir avec un linceuL 

LB JEUNE STRIEN 

EUe a Tair tr&i Strange. On dirait une 
petite princesse qui a des yeux d'ambre. A 
travers les nuages de mousseline elle souiit | 
oomme une petite princesse. 

{Le propfUte sort tU la citenu. SalonU U ! 
regards et recule.'} | 

lOKANAAN 

Oil est celui dont la coupe d'abominaUons 
est d4)k pleine! Oil est celui qui en robe 
d'argent mouira un jour derant tout le 
SS 
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people? Dites-lui de venir afin quil puisse 
entendre la Toix de celui qui a cri^ dans les 
d^rts et dans les palais des rois, 

SALOU^ 

De qui parle-t-il ? 

LK JEUNE BTBIEN 

On ne sait jamusi princesse. 

lOCANAAN 

Oil est celle qui ayant vu des hommea 
peints sur la muraille, des images de Chal- 
d^ns trac^es avee des couleurs, s'est laiss^ 
emporter k la concupiscence de ses yeux, et a 
envoys des ambassadeurs en Chald^t 
sAumA 

C'est de ma m^re qu'il parle. 

LE JEUNE STBIEN 

M«s non* princesse. 

SALOH^ 

Si, c'est de ma mdre. 

lOKAKAAN 

Oil est celle qui s'est abandonn^ anx ca|H- 

taines des Assyriens, qui ont des baudriers sur 

les reins, et sur la t£te des tiares de diff^ntes 

couleuTs ? Oft est celle qui s'est abandonnte 

28 
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SALOME 

Auz jeunes hommes d']dlgypte qui sont v^tiu 
de lin et dliyacinthe, et portent des boncUoa 
d'or et des casques d'argent, et qui ont de 
grands corps! Dites-Iui de se lever de U 
couche de son impudicit^, de sa couche in«s- 
tueuse, afin qu'elle puisse entendre les paroles 
de celui qui prepare la voie du Seigneur ; afin 
qu'elle se repente de ses p^ch^s. QuoIqu'eUe 
ne se repentira jamais, mais restera dans ses 
abominations, dites-lui de venir, car le Sa- 
gneur a son fl^u dans la nudn. 

BALOtsA 

Mais il est terribly il est terhblft 

LE JEUNE STBIBN 

Ne restez pas id, princesse, je tous en prie; 

■ALOH^ 

Ce sont les yeux surtout qui sont terrible& 
On dirait des trous noirs laiss^s par des flam- 
beaux sur une tapUserie de Tyr. On dirsit 
des caremes noires oix demeurent des dragonSt 
des eavemes noires d'^gypte oik les dragtms 
trouvent leur osile. On duait des lacs noin 
trouble par des lunes iantastiques* ■ • Fenses- 
Tous qu'il parlera encore f 
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LE JEUNB STSIEN 

Ne restez pu ici, princease I Je toiu prie de 
ne pas rester id. 

Comme il est maigre aussi I il ressemble h 
one mince image dlroire. On dirait une 
image d'argent. Je luis aOre qu'il est chaste, 
autant que la lune. II ressemble & un rayon 
d'argent Sa chair doit €tre tr^ firoide, comme 
de llvoire . . . Je veux le re^arder de pr^ 

UE JEUNB STBI2M 

"Sou, non, princesse 1 

SALOWt 

U &ut que je le regarde de pr^ 

LX JXUNE BTRIEN 

Princesse I Princesse t 

lOKAKAAN 

Qui est oette femme qui me n^arde T Je ne 
veux pas qu'elle me regarde. Fourquoi me 
regarde-t-elle avec ses yeux d'or sous ses 
paupi^res dories ? Je ne sais pas qui c'est. Je 
ne veux pas le saToir. Dites-lui de s'en aller. 
Ce n'est pas k elle que je veux parler. 

S5 
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Je sais Salom^, fille d'H^rodUs, princeste 
de Jud^ 

lOKANAAN 

Arrive I Fille de Babylonel N'approcho 
pas de r^u du Seigneur. Ta m^re a rempli 
la terre du vin de ses iniquity, et le cri de ses 
p^eh^ est arriv^ aux oreilles de Dieu. 

SALOW^ 

Farle encore. lolumuiL Ta voix nt'enivn 

LB JEUNB STBIEN 

Princessel Princessel Ftincessel 

SALOM^ 

Mais parle encore. Parle encore, lokanaan, i 
et dis-moi ce qu'il faut que je fosse. 

lOKANAAN , 

Ne m'approchez pas, fille de Sodome, mais 
couvrez votre visage avec un voile, et mettex ' 
des cendres sur votre tdte, et allez dans le 
desert chercher le fils de I'Homme. | 

SALOH^ j 

Qui est-ce, le fils de rHommet Estil 
aussi beau que toi, lokanaan f 
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lOKAHAAN 

Airi^ 1 Arri^re I J'entends dans le paluf 
le battement desi ailes de Tuige de la mort 

LE JEtTNX 8YBIEN 

Firincesse, je tous supplie de rentrer 1 

lOKANAAN 

Ange du Seigneur Dieu, que fais-tu ici avec 
ton glaive? Qui cherches-tu dans cet im- 
monde palais ? . . . Le jour de celui qui mourra 
eo robe d*aigent n'est pas venu. 

salohA 
lokanaanl 

lOEANAAN 

Qui parle t 

aALOM^ 

lokanaan 1 Je suis amoureuse de ton corps. 
T(m corps est blanc comme le lis d'un pr^ que 
le &ucheur n'a jamais fauch^. Ton corps est 
blanc comme les neiges qui couchent sur les 
montagnes, comme les ndges qui couchent 
sur les montagnes de Jud^, et descendent 
dans les rall^. Les roses du jardin de la 
nine d'Anbie ne sont pas aussi blanches que 
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ton corps. Ni les roses du jardin de la rune 
d'Arabie, ni les pieds de 1'aurore qui trepignent 
sur les feuilles, ni le sein de la lune quand 
elle couche sur le sein de la mer . . . U n'^ a 
rien au monde d'aussi blanc que ton corps. — 
Lalsse-moi toucher ton corps 1 

lOKANAAH 

Arri^re, fille de Babylonel C'est par It 
femme que le mal est entr^ dans le monde. 
Ne me parlez pas. Je ne veux pas t'^outer. 
Je n'^coute que les paroles du Seigneur Dieu. 

SALOMi 

Ton corps est hideux. II est comme le 
corps d'un l^preux. II est comme un mur de 
pl&tre oil les vip^res sont passes, comme un 
mur de plfttre oil lea scorpions ont fait leur 
nid. II est comme un s^pulcre blanchi, et . 
qui est plein de choses d^gofttaates.. II I 
est horrible, il est horrible ton corps t . . . 
C'est de tes cheveux que je suis amoureus^ 
lokanaan. Tes cheveux ressemblent k des | 
grappes de raisins, it des grappes de raisins 
noirs qui pendent des vignes d*Edom dans j 
le pays des Edomites. Tes cheveux sont 
oomme lea cMrea du Llban. comme les grandi ' 
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cMies du Liban ^ui doiment de Tombre aux 
lions et aux voleurs qui veulent se caoher pen< 
duit la journ^. Les longues nuits noires, lei 
Duits o£i la lune ne se montre pas, oh lei 
^toiles ont peur, ne sont pas aussi noires. Le 
silence qui demeure dana les fordts n'est pas 
aussi noir. II n'y a rien au monde d'aussi noir 
que tes cheveux . . . Laisse-moi toucher tea 
cheveux. 

lOKANAAH 

Airi^re, fille de Sodome 1 Ne me touches 
pas. II ne faut pas profaner le temple du 
Seigneur Dieu. 

ULOMi 

Tes chereux sont horribles, lis sont oou- 
Terts de boue et de poussi^re. On dirait une 
couronne d'^ines qu'on a plac^ sur ton front. 
On dirait un nceud de serpents noirs qui se 
tortillent autour de ton cou. Je n'lume pas 
tes cheveux . . . C'est de ta bouohe que je suis 
amoureuse, lokanaan. Ta bouche est comme 
une bande d'^carlate sur une tour dlvoire. 
£lle est fx)inme une pomme de grenade 
coup^ par un couteau d'ivoire. Les fleun 
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de grenade qui fleurissoit dans les jardins de 
Tyr et sont plus rouges que les roses, ne sont 
pas aussi rouges. Les oris rouges des trom* 
pettes qui annoneent Tarriv^ des rois, et fcmt 
peur & rennemi ne sont pas aussi rouges. Ta 
bouche est plus rouge que les pieds de ceux 
qui foulent le vin dans les pressoirs. EUe est 
plus rouge que les pieds des i»lombes qui 
demeurent dans les temples et sont nounies 
par les prStres. EUe est plus rouge que les 
pieds de celui qui revient d'une for^ oJk il a 
tu^ un lion et vu des tigres dor^. Ti 
bouche est comme une branche de conul que 
des p^heurs ont trouT^ dans le cr^puscule 
da la mer et qu'ils r^servent pour les rois ... I 
Elle est comme le vermilion que les Molabitei 
trouvent dans les mines de Moab et que les 
rois leur prennent. EUe eat comme Tare du 
roi des Perses qui est peint avec du TermiUon 
et qui a des comes de corail. II n'jr a rien au 
monde d'aussi rouge que ta bouche . . . latsse- 
moi baiser ta bouche. 

lOEANAAN 

Jamais I fiUe de Babylone I FiUe de Sodomel 
jamais. 
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Je buserai ta boucbe* lokanauL Je buserai 
ta bouche. 

If jxinns STMXES 

Frincesse, princesse, toi qui es conune un 
bouquet de myrrhe, toi qui es la coiombe des 
colombes, ne regarde pas cet bomme, ne le 
r^^arde pas I Ne lui dis pas de telles choses. 
Je ne peux pas les soufinr . . . Princess^ 
princess^ ne dis pas de ces choses. 

Je baiserai ta bouche, lokanaan. 

LX JXUNX BTSIEN 

Abl 

[// St tu€ tt tombe enir* SaUmtd H lokanaan^ 

UB PAGE D'h^ODIAB 

Le jeune Syrien s'est tu^ 1 le jeune capitaine 
s'est tu^ I II s'est tu^, celui qui ^tait mon ami I 
Je lui avals donn6 une petite botte de parfums, 
et des boucles d'oreilles faites en argent, et 
nuuntenaut i! s'est tu^ 1 Ah 1 n'a-t-il pas pr^ 
dit qu'utt malheur allait arriyer ! . . . Je I'ai 
pr^t moi-mdme et il est arrive Je savais 
bien que la lune cherchait un mort, mais je ne 
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sarais pas que c'^tait lui qu'elle chetcfaait 
Ah I pourquoi &« Tai^Je pas cach^ de la lime! 
Si je I'avais cach^ dans une caveme die ne 
I'aurut pas vu. 

LB nZHtSB BOLDAT 

PrincesBc, le jeune capitune vient de m 
tuer. 

- $ALOIf£ 

Laisse-moi buser ta bouche, lokanaan. 

lOEANAAN 

N'avez-vous pas pcur, fille d'H^rodias ! Ne 
vous ai-je pas dit que j'aTais entendu dans le 
palais le battement des ailes de I'ange de la 
mort» et I'aDge n'est-il pas venu f 

SALOUi 

Laisse-moi buser ta bouche: 

lOKANAAN 

Fille d'adult^, il n*y a qu'un homme qui 
puisse te sauvor. C'est eelui dont je t'af 
parK. AUec le chercher. II est dans un 
bateau sur la mer de Galilee, et il parle ii set 
disciples. AgenouiUez-vous au bord de la mer. 
•t appelez-le par son nom. Quand il viendn 
Ten Tous, et il vicnt rers tous ceux qui 
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rappellent» prostemes^Tous & ses pieds et 
demandez-lui la r^ission de tos p^ch^ 

Laisse-moi baiser ta bouche. 

lOKANAAN 

Soyez maudite^ fille d*une m6re incestueuse, 
soyez maudite. 

Je baiserai ta bouche, lokanaan. 

lOEANAAN 

Je ne Teux pas te r^arder. Je ne te 
r^arderai pas. Tu es maudite> Salom^ tu 
es maudite. 

[// (Usctnd dans la ciiemtJ] 

SALOMi 

Je baiseru ta bouche, lokanaan, je buseral 
ta bouche. 

LS FB£MIER SOLDAT 

U faut jaire transporter le cadavre ailleun, 
Le t^rarque n'aime pas regarder les cadavres, 
sauf les cadavres de ceux qu'il a tu& lui-m€me. 

LE PAGE D'HiKODIAS 

n ^tiut mon bhre, et plus proche qu'un 
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frftre. Je lui ai donn^ une petite botte qui 
cootenalt des parfums, et une bague d'agate 
qull portait toujours k la main. Le soil 
nous nous promenions au bord de la riviere et 
parmi les amandiers et il me racontut des 
choses de sou pays. II parlait toujours tr^ 
bas. Le 5on de sa voix ressemblut au son de 
la finite d'un joueur de fllite. Aussi il aimait 
beaucoup k se regarder dans la riviere. Je Id 
u &it des reproches pour cela. 

SECOND SOLDAT 

Vous arez raison ; il faut cacher le cadavrb 
II ne faut pas que le t^trarque 1« Toie. 

PBEMIER SOLDAT 

Le t^trarque ne viendra pas ici. II ne nent 
jamais sur la terrasse. II a trop peur dn 
proph^te. 

{Entree iHirode, dHirodias et de iouU h 
courJ] 

B^EODX 

OJi est Salom^l Oil est la princesset 
Fourquoi n'est-elle pas retoum^ au festin 
Gomme je le lui avais command^ ? ah 1 !• 
Toilkl 
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n ne &ut pas Is regarder. Vous la rc^ardes 
toujouisl 

HiBODK 

La lune a Tair tr^ Strange ce soir. N'est- 
ce pas que la lune a I'air tr^ Strange? On 
dirait une femme hyst^rique. une femme 
byst^que qui ra cherchant des amaats par- 
tout Elle est nue aussL Elle est toute nue. 
Les Duages cherchent k la vStir, mais elle ne 
Teut pas. Elle chancelle k trarers les nuages 
comme une femme ivre . . . Je suis sOr qu'elle 
chercbe des amants . . . N*est-ce pas qu'elle 
chancdle comme une femme ivre ? Elle 
ressemble k une fenune hyst^que, n'est-ce 
pas! 

H^ODIAS 

Non. La lune ressemble k la lune. c'est 
toot Rentrons . . . Vous n'arez rien k £uie 
id 

H^EODE 

Je resterail Manass^> mettez des tapis Ik 

Allumez des flambeaux. Apportez les tablet 

dlToire, et les tables de jaspe. L'air ici est 

d^lideux. Je boirai encore du Tin avec mes 
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hdtes. Aux ambassadeuTS de C^sar Q fiut 
fiure tout honneur. 

HiBODIAS 

Ce n'«st pas k cause d'eux que rous restei. 

HisoDE 

Oui, I'air est d^cieux. Viens, H^rodias, 
DOS hdtes nous sttendent. Ah I j'ai j^iss^l 
j'u gliss^ dans le sang t C'est d'un mauTais 
presage C'est d'un tr^ mauTais presage. | 
Pourquoi j a-t-il du sang ici ? . . . Et ce 
cadavref Que fait ici ce cadavre? Pensez- 
Tous que je sois conune le roi d'^gypte qui 
ne donne jamais un festin sans montrer tin 
cadavre k ses hfttes ? Knfin, qui est-ce! Je 
ne veux pas le regarder. 

PREMIER SOLDAT 

C'est notre capitaine. Seigneur. C'est k 
jeune Syrien que tous avez iait capitaine ily i 
■ tiois jours seulement. ' 



Je n*ai donn^ aucun ordre de le tuer. 

lECOND BOIiDAT 

U s'est tu^ lui-meme, 
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Fourquot f Je I'ai Mt capitaine I 

SSCOND SOLDAf 

Nous ne savons pas. Seigneur, ^ais U 
s'est tu^ lui-lu£me. 

H^ODE 

Cela me semble Strange. Je pensais qu'il 
n'y avail que les philosophes romains qui se 
tuaient N'ettrce pas, TigeUilM qu« la philo- 
sophes k Rome se tuent ? 

TIOELLIH 

n y en a qui se tuent, Seigneur. C6 sont 
les Stoiciens. Ce sont des gens tt^s grossiets. 
Enfin, ce sont des gens trts ridicules. Mot, 
je les tzoure ti^ ridicules. 
h^bode 

Moi aussi. C'est ridicule de s« tuer. 

TIOKLUN 

Od rit beaucoup d'eux k Rome. L'em* 
pereur a fait un po^me S&tiriquti contt« cux. 
On le r^ite partout. 

H^BODE 

Ah I il a ^t un poime utirique contre eux 1 
C^sar est merrdlleux. II ptut tout fati« . . . 
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C'est Strange qu^ se soit tu^, le jeune SyrieiL 
Je le regrette. Oui, je le regrette beaucoapL 
Car il 4tait beau. II ^tait mdrne trte beau. II 
armt des yeux tr^ tangoureux. Je me rap- 
pelle que je Tai tu regardant Salom^ d'une 
fa^on langoureuse. En effet, j'ai trouv^ qu'il 
Tavait un peu trop regard^e. 

H^BODIAS 

II y en a d'autres qui la regardent trop. 

H^RODX 

Son p^re ^tait rol Je I'ai chass^ de sai 
royautne. Et de sa m^re qui ^tait reine vom 
arez fait une esdare, H^rodias. Ainsi, il 
dtait ici comme un hdte. C'^tait k cause de 
eda que je Tavais &it capitaine. Je regrette 
qu'U soit mort . . . Enfin, pourquoi arez-vous 
laiss^ le cadavre ici? II faut Femporta 
ulleurs. Je ne reux pas le voir . . . Emporto- 
le . . . [On emporie U cadavre^ II fait fitoid id. 
II y a du vent icL N'est-ce pas qu'il y a dv 
vent? 

h:^odza8 
Mais non. n n'y a pas de rent. 
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H^KODK 

Mus si, fl 7 a du rent . . . Et j'entoids dons 
I'uT quelque chose comme un battement 
d'ules, comme un battement d'ules g^gantes- 
que& Ne Tentendez-vous pas? 

H^BODIAS 

Je u'entends rien. 

HiBODE 

Je ne I'entends-plus moi-m^me. Mais je I'ai 
entendu. C'^tait le vent sans doute. C'est 
pass4 Mus non, je Tentends encore. Ne 
Fentendez-Tous pas ? C'est tout k fait comme 
un battement d'ailes. 

H^RODUS 

Je Tous dis qu'il n'y a rien. Vous £tes 
malade^ Kentrons. 

H^BODK 

Je ne suis pas malade. C'est Totre fille qui 
est malade. Elle a I'air trts malade, rotra fiUe. 
Jamais je ne I'm Tue si p&le. 

H^RODIAS 

Je vous ai dit de ne pas la regarder. 

H^BODE 

Versez du vin. [On a^potie dtt mm.] Salom^, 
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venez boire un peu de vin avec moL J*n on 
Tin ici qui Mt exquis. C'est C^sar lui-m£me 
qui me l'« ^voy^. Trempez l^^deduis ros 
potites Uvns rouges et ensuito je viderai U 
coupe. 

baloh£ 
Je n'ai pas soif, t^trarque. 

HiRODB 

Vou« entendesE comme eUe me rtfpond, rotre 
fiUe. 

Je trouTe qu'elle a bioi nison. Pourqnu 
la regardez-Tous toujours ? 

H^KODX 

Apportez dot fruits. [_0m ^porte tUsfmiii^ 
Salom^, venez mangra du fruit avee nui 
J'aime beaucoup voir dans un fruit la morsure i 
de tes petites dents. Mordez un tout potit I 
morceau de ce &uit» et eosuite je mangecu ce 
qui reste. 

HAin imf. I 

Je n'« pu fium, t^trarque. 
H^RODE [ij Hirodias\ 
V(ulit comme vous Tare* dlev^. votre fiUe. I 
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H^BODIAS 

Ma fille et moi, nous descendons d*une race 
royale. Quant h toi, ton grand-p^ gardut 
des cbameaux 1 Aussi, c'^tait un voleurl 

H^ODE 

Tu mens I 

H^ODIAS 

Tu sais bien que c'est la T^t& 

E^KODX 

Salom^, viens t'asseoir pr^ de moL Je te 
doDoerai le trdne de ta mdre. 

SALOMi 

Je ne suis pas &tigu^, t^trarque. 

EQ^BODIAS 

Vous Toyez bien ce qu'elle pense de vous. 

H^BOSE 

Apportez . . . Qu'est-ce que je veux ? Je 
ne sais pas. Ah I Ah 1 je m'en souviens . . • 

LA. TOIX o'lOKANAAN 

Voici le temps I Ce que j'ai prMit est 
■mv^ dit le Seigneur Dieu. Voici le jour 
dont j'aTais parl^ 
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Faites-le ture. Je ne veux pas entendre n 
Toix. Get homme Tomit toujours des injuies 
contre mot 

hIrode 

II n'a rien dit contre tous. Aussi, e'est un 
tr^ grand proph^te. 

H^BODUa 

Je ne crois pas aux prophfetes. £st-ce 
qu'un homme peut dire ce qui doit arriTcr! 
Persomie ne le salt. Aussi, il m'insulte 
toujours. Mais je pense que tous avez peur 
de lui . . . Enfin, je sais bien que tous bvcs 
peur deluL 

HiftODE 

Je n'ai pas peur de lui Je n'ai peur de 
personne. 

H^RODIAS 

Si, TOUS aTez peur de luL Si tous n'aviei 
pas peur de lui, pourquoi ne pas le lirrer aiu 
Juife qui depuis six mois tous le demandent! 

ON JUIP 

En effet. Seigneur, il serait mieux de doui 
leliTier. 
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H^BODB 

Assez SOT ce point. Je vous «i d^k doimtf 
ma T^ponse. Je ne veux pas vous le lirrer. 
C'est un bomme qui a tu Dieu. 

UN JUTF 

Cela, c'est impossible. Personne n'a tu 
Dieu depuis le proph6te £lie. Lui c'est le 
demier qui ait tu Dieu. En ce temps ci» 
Dieu ne se montre pas. II se cache. £t par 
cons^uent il y a de grands malheurs dans le 
pays. 

UN AUTBE JDIF 

Enfin, on ne sait pas si le prophHe ^e a 
r^ement tu Dieu. C'^tait plutOt I'ombre 
de Dieu qull a Tue. 

UN TltOISlfeBfE JUIF 

Dieu ne se cache jamus. II se montre 
toujours et dans toute chose. Dieu est dans 
le mal comzne dans le bien. 

UN QUATBI^MB JUIF 

n ne faut pas ^re cela. C'est une id^ tr^ 
dangereuse. C'est une id^ qui rient des 
^les d'Alexandrie oil on enseigne la philoso- 
phie grecque. Et les Grecs sont des gentils. 
Ik ne sont pas mfime circ<mcis. 
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Va CINQUI^ME JTJIF 

On ne peut pas savoir comment Dieu agit. 
ses Toies sont tr^ myst^rieuses. Feut-§tre « 
que nous appelons le mal est le bien, et ce 
que nous appelons le bien est le maL On ne 
peut lien savoir. Le n^ssaire c'est de se 
soumettre k tout. Dieu est trte fort H 
biise au mSme temps les faibles et les forts. 
XI n'a aucun souci de persoane. 

U FBEMIER JUIF 

C'est vrai cela. Dieu est terrible. II brise 
les fiiibles et les forts comme on brise le h\i 
dans un mortier. Mais cet homme n'a jamais 
Tu Dieu. Personne n'a tu Dieu depuis le 
proph^te ^lie. 

bAb/odiam . 
Faites-les taire. lis m'ennuiat. 



Mais j'ai entendu dire quiokanaan lid* 
m€me est votre proph^ l^c 

LB JUIF 

Cela ne se peut pas. D^uis le temps dn 
proph^te £lie il y a plus de trcna cents am. 
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n y en a qui disent que o'est le prophH* 

UV NAZABiEN 

Hoi, je suis s(kr que c'est le prophite ^Ue. 

LK JUIF 

Mus Don, ce n'est pas le proph^te £Ue. 
LA Tonc d'iokanaan 

Le jour est venu, le jour du Seigneur, et 
j'entends sur les montagnes les pieds de celui 
qui sen le Sauveur du monde. 

HiRODE 

Qu'est-ce que cela reut dire ? Le Sauveur 
du monde I 

TIOELUN 

C'est un tltre que prbnd C^sar. 

HERODE 

Mais C^ar ne vient pas en Jud^. J*ai 
re^u hier des Jettres de Rome. On ue m*a 
rien dit de cela. Enfin, tous, Tigellin, qui 
avez 4t4 k Rome pendant lliiver, vous n'aret 
rien entendu diie de cela 1 

nOELUK 

En effttt, Sogneur, je n'en ai pas entendu 
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pvler. J*explique seulement le titre. C'e^ 
un des titres de C^u. 

H^BODX 

II ne peut pas renir, C^sar. II est goutteux. 
On dit qu'il a. des pieds d'^^phant. Aussi Q 
y a des raisons d'etat Celui qui quitte 
Rome petd Rome. II ne viendra pas. Mais, 
enfin, c'est le mattre, C^sar. II viendra s*ii 
Teut Mais je ne pense pas qu'il vienne. 

LE PB£MIEB NAZAK^EN 

Ce n'est pas de C^sar que le proph^te a 
parl^, Seigneur. 

H^RODE 

Pas de C^sar f 

LE FBEHIEE NAZAX£EM 

Nod, Seigneur. 

H^BODE 

De qui done a-t-il parl^ f 

LE PB£MIER NAZABi^EN 

Du Messie qui est veon. 

UN JUIF 

Le Messie n'est pas venu. 

LX FREUIEK NAZAB^EN 

II est venu, et il fait des miracles partout 
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BiBODIAS 

Oh I oh 1 les miracles. Je ne crois pas aux 
miracles. J'en ai Vu trop. {Aufiagv.} Mon 
^ventail. 

r.R PEEMIEE NAZARl^EN 

Get homme fait de v^tables miracles. 
Aiiisi, k ToccasioD d'un manage qui a eu lieu 
dans une petite Tille de Galil^, une ville 
assez importante, il a chang^ de Teau en vin. 
Des persotines qui ^taient \k me I'ont dit 
Aussi il a gu^ri deux l^preux qui ^taient 
assis derant la porte de CaphamaiUn, seule- 
ment en les touchant 
Ue SECONU nazar]£bn 

Nod, c'^taient deux aveugles qull a gains 
k Caphamaum. 

IM PBEMZEB NAZAB^X 

Non, c'^taient des l^preux. Mab il a gu^ 
des areugles aussi, et on I'a tu sur une 
montagne parlant avec des anges. 

UN SADDUC^EN 

Les angles n'existent pas. 
UN nuxisiBN 

Les anges existent, mais je ne crois pas que 
cet homme leur ait parU. 
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II a ^ vu par une foule de passants parlaot 
arec des anges. 

UN SADDUC^SN 

Fas arec des anges. 

H^RODIAS 

Comme Us m'agacent, ces hommest lis 
soDt b£tes. lis sont tout k tait b^tes. [Am 
page\ Eh 1 bien, mon ^ventaiL [Z.< page Im 
titmtu t^ntcUL'] Vous avez I'air de r^rer. 
XI ne faut pas rdver. Les rSreurs soQt des 
malades. [ElU frappt 1$ pag$ avu som Am- 
iai/.} 

LS BECONO MAZAB^KN 

Aussi il y a le miracle de la fille de Jaire. I 

U FBEHIEB NAZAIU^EN , 

Mais oui, c'est tr^ certain cela. On ne 
peut pas le nier. I 

H^KODIAS 

Ces gens-U sont fous. lis ont trop rcgaiii 
la lune. Dites-leur de se taire. , 

E^KODB 

Qu'ett-ce que c'est que cela, le miracle de ' 
k fille deJaire? 
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IX PBEHIEB NAZAB:£eN 

La fille de Jaire ^tait morte. 11 1'a ress 

H^BODE 

II resausdte les morts t 

LB FEEHIER NAZABIeN 

Oui, Seigneur. II ressuscite les morts. 



Je ne veux pas qu'il fasse cela. Je lui 
defends de faire cela. Je ne permets pas 
qu*on ressuscite les morts. II faut chercher 
cet bomme et lui dire que je ne lui permets 
pas de ressusciter les morts. Oti est-il k 
pr^eat, cet faomme ? 

LE SECOND NAZAB^EN 

n est partout. Seigneur, mais est-il trte 
difficile de le trouver. 

LB PREHIER VAZABJ&B3^ 

On dit qu'il est en Samarie k present. 

0N jurp 

On voit bien que ce n'est le Messie, s'il est 
en Samarie. Ce n'est pas aux Samaritains 
que le Messie viendra. Les Samaritains sent 
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maudita. lis n'apporteat jaoiab d'ofl&andes I 
au temple. I 

LB SECOND NAZAB^EN 

II a quitt^ la Samarie il y a quelques joun. i 
Moi.je crois qu'en ce moraent-ci il est duis j 
les enrirons de Jerusalem. 

U PBSUIEB NAZAR^N 

Mais non, il n'est pas lit. Je viens juste- I 
ment d'arrirer de Jerusalem. On n'a pts 
entendu parler de lui d^uis deux mois. 

H^BODK I 

Enfin, eels ne fiut rien 1 Mais il faut le 
trouver et lui (Uie de ma part que je ne lui 
permets pas de ressusciter les morts. Changer 
de I'eau en vin, gu^rir les l^preux et les ! 
areugles . . . il peut fure tout cela sll le rent 
Je n'ai rien k dire contre cela. En effet, je 
trouTC que gu^r les l^preux est une bonne 
action. Mus je ne permets pas qu'ii ressusrite 
les morts . . . Ce serait terrible, si les morts 
reriennent 

LA TOIX d'iOEANAAN 

Ah I llmpudique I la prostitu^ I Ah ! li 
fille de Bal^Ione avec ses yeuz d'(w et ses 
ffO 
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paupiferes dor^ I Voici ce que dit le Seigneur 
Dieu. Faites renir eontre elle une multitude 
dlionimes. Que le peuple preune des pierret 
et la lapide . . . 

H^BODUS 

Futes-le turet 

LA TOES D'IOEANAAN 

Que les capitaines de guerre Is percent de 
leurs ^p^es, qu'ils I'^rasent sous leurs bou- 
cliers. 

B&BODIAB 

Mais, c'est infitme. 

LA TOIX d'iOKANAAN 

C'est ainsi que j'abolirai les crimes de 
dessus la terre, et que toutes les femmes 
apprendront k ne pas imiter les abominations 
de ceUe-1^ 

H^BOOIAS 

Vous entendez ce qu'il dit eontre moil 
Vous le laissez insulter votre dpouset 
ec£bod£ 

Mais il n'a pas dit rotre nom. 
h^bodias 

Qu'est-ce que cela fiut? Vona savez bien 
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que c'est nun qu'il cherche h. insulter. Et je 
luis Totre Spouse* n'est-ce pas ? 

H^BODE 

Oui, ch^ et digne H^rodias. tous 6tes 
mon Spouse, et rous avez commence par €tre 
r^pouse de mon fr^re. 

H^ODIAS 

C'est TOUS qui na'aves arrach^ de ses bras. 

H^nODS 

En effet* j'^ttus le plus fort . . . mais ne 
parlous pas de cela. Je ne veux pas parler de 
cela. C'est ^ cause de cela que le proph^te a 
dit des mots d'^ouvante. Feut-£tre & cause 
de cela va-t-il aniver un malheur. N'en 
' parlous pas . . . Noble H^rodias, nous oublions 
nos convives. Verse-moi k boire, ma bien- 
aim^. Remplissez de vin les grandes coupes 
d'argent et les grandes coupes de rerre. Je 
rais boire k la sant^ de C^sar. II y a des 
Romains ici, il faut boire it'lm sant^ de C^ar. 
Tons 

C^arl C^sarl 



Vous ne remarquez pas comme votre J 
estpftle. 
AS 
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H^SODUS 

Qu'est-ce que cda tous fait qu'eUe sent pile 
ott non f 

HiBODE 

Jonuds je ne I'u Tue si p4l& 

H^SODUS 

II ne faut pas la regarder. 

LA. VOIX D'IOKANAAN 

En ce jour-lk le soleil deviendra noir comme 
im Sac de poil, et la lune deviendra comme du 
sang, et les ^toiles du del tomberont sur la 
tene comme les figues Tertes tombent d'un 
figuier, et les rois de la terre auront peur. 

H^SODIAS 

Ah I Ah I Je Toudrais bien roir ce jour 
dont il parle, oil la lune deviendra comme du 
sang et oil les ^toiles tomberont sur la terre 
comme des figues vertes. Ce proph^ parle 
comme un homme ivre . . . Mais je ne peux 
pas souffrir le son de sa voix. Je d^teste sa 
Toix. Ordonnes qu'il se taise; 

HiaoDB 

Mais non. Je ne comprends pas ce qu'il a 
dit mus cela pent £trc un presage. 
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H^RODIAB 

Je ne crois pas aux presages. II parte 
comme un homme ivre. 

HiBODS 

Peut-6tTe qu'U est ivre du vin de Dieu I 
h£bodias 

Quel Tin est-ce, le vin de Dieu ? De quelles 
Tignes vient-il? Dans quel pressoir peut-on 
le trouver? 
H^RODE [// iu quUte plus Salomd du n^rtC] 

Tigellin, quand tu as ^t^ k Rome demi&re- 
ment, est-ce que I'empereur t'a paii^ an 
sujet . . . ? 

TIOELLIN 

A quel sujet, Seigneur ? 

H^BODB 

A quel sujet ! Ah 1 je tous u adress^ une 
question, n'est-ce pas? J'ai oubli^ ce queje 
roulais saroir. 

H^BODIAS 

Vous regardez encore ma fiUe. II ne fiuit 
pas la regarder. Je tous ai d^j^ dit cda 

H^BODE 

Vous ne dites que ceU. 
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Jele redis. 
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Et la restauiation du temple dont on a tant 
parle ? Est-ce qu'on va fajre -quelque chose ? 
On dit, n*est-ce pas, que le voile du sanctuaire 
adisparu? 

H^RODLU 

C'est toi qui Fa pris. Tu paries k tort et k 
traTOs. Je ne reux pas rester icL Rentrons. 

a^BODE 

Salom^, dansez pour moi. 

H^BODIAS 

Je ne veux pas qu'elle danse; 

SALOUi 

Je n'ai sucune envie de danser, t^trarque. 

H^BODB 

Salom^, fille d*H^rodtas, dansez pour moi. 

H^BODIAS 

Laissez ia tranquille. 

H^RODE 

Je Tous ordonne de danser, Salom^ 
Je ne daosetai pas» t^trarque. 
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H^RODIAS [tiatif} 
VoUk comme elle vous db&t t 

H^BODE 

Qu'est-ce que cela me fait qu'elle danse on 
non T Cela ne me fait rien. Je suis heureta 
ce soir. Je suis trks heureux. Jamais je d'u 
4t4 si heureux. 

t<X PREMIER SOLDAT j 

II a I'air sombre, le t^rarque. N*est-ce p» ! 
qu'il a I'air sombre ? I 

LE SECOND SOLDAT I 

' II a I'air sombre. 

H^RODE ! 

Fourquoi ne serais-je pas heureux ? C^sar, 
qui est le maStre du monde, qui est le maStre | 
de tout, m'aime beaucoup. 11 vicnt de ' 
m'envoyer des cadeaux de grande valeur. j 
Aussi il m'a promis de citer k Rome le roi de | 
Cappadoce qui est men ennemi. Feut-^tre i \ 
Rome U le crucifiera. II peut faire tout ce : 
qu'il veut, , C^ar. Enfin, il est le maitre. I 
Ainsi, vous voyez, j'ai le droit d'etre heureux. ; 
II n'y a rien au monde qui puisse gftter mon I 
plaisir. 
S6 



b, Google 



SALOMd 

Li. vorr d'iokanaam 

II sera assis sur sod trdne. II len rdtu de 
pourpre et d'^carlate. Dans sa main il portera 
un vase d'or plein de ses blasphemes. Et 
I'ange du Seigneur Dieu le frappeta. II sera 
mang^ des vers. 

H^aODIAS 

Vous entendez ce qu'il dit de vous. II dit 
que Tous serez mang^ des vers. 

H^SODB 

Ce n'est pas de moi qu'il parle. II ne dit 
jamais rien centre moL C'est du roi de 
Cappadoce qu'il parle, du rol de Cappadoce 
qui est mon ennemL C'est celui-U qui sera 
mang^ des vers. Ce n'est pas moL Jamais 
il n'a rien dit centre moi, le proph^te, sauf 
que j'ai eu tort de prendre comme ^ouse 
r^pouse de mon fHre. Peut-dtre a-t-U raison. 
En effet, vous dtes sterile. . 

Je suis st^Ie, moi. Et vous dites cela, 
vous qui regardez toujours ma fille, vous qui 
avez voulu la ^re danser pour votre plaisir. 
C'est ridicule de dire cela. Moi j'ai eu un 
enfant. Vous n'avez jamus eu d'enfant, 
«7 
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indme d'une de tos escl&ves. C'est tods qm 
6tes st^e, ce n'est pas mm. 

H^BOBK 

Taisez-Tous. Je Toiia dis que toiu ftei 
sterile. Vous ne m'aTez pas donnd d'oifluit, 
et le proph^te dit que notre mariage n'est pn 
un Tiai mariage. II dit que c'est un manage 
incestueux, un mariage qui apportera des 
malheura . . . J'ai peur quit n'ait raison. Je 
■uis sta qu'il a raison. Mais ee n'est pis le 
moment de parler de ces choses. En ce 
moment-ci je reux dtre faeureux. Au faitje 
le suis. Je suis trds heureux. II 0*7 a nea 
qui me manque. 

H^RODIAS i 

Jesuis bien contente que tous soyezdesi 
belle humeur, ce soir. Ce n'est pas dans to8 
habitudes. Mais il est tard. Rentrons. Vous 
n'oubliez pas qu'au lever du soleil nous 
allons tous k la chasse. Aux ambassadetus 
de C^sar il faut faiie tout honneur, n'est-ce 
past 

LE SECOND 80LDAT 

Comme il a I'ur sombre, le t^trarque. 
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LB PSEUIZB 80LDAT 

Oui, U a Fair sombre. 



Salom^, Salom^, dansez pour moi. Je rous 
supplie de danser pour moi. Ce soir je suis 
tiiste. Oui, je suis tr^s triste ce soir. Quand 
je suis entx^ ici, j'ai gliss^ dans le sang, ce qui 
est d'un mauvais pr^age, et j'ai entendu, je 
suis sOr que j'ai entendu un battement d'ailes 
dans I'air, un battement d'ailes gigantesques. 
Je ne sais pas ce que cela veut dire . . . Je 
suis triste ce soir. Ainsi dansez pour moi. 
Dansez pour moi, Salom^, je vous supplie. 
Si vous dansez pour moi vous pourrez me 
demander tout ce que vous voudrez et je 
vous le donneraL Oui, dansez pour moi, 
Salom^, et je vous donnerai tout ce que 
vous me demanderez, ffkt-ce la moiti^ de mon 
royaume. 

SALOH^ [se levanf\ 

Vous me donnerni tout ce que je deman- 
deraj, t^trarque ? 

H^RODIAS 

Ne dansez pas, ma fille. 
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a^BODS 

Tout, fftt-ce la moiti^ de mon loyaume. 

SALOU^ 

Vous le jurez, t^trarque I 

E^RODE 

Je le jure, Salom^ 

H^BODIAS 

Ma fille» ne dansez pas. 

SALOBI^ 

Sur quoi jurez-vous, t^trarque! 

E^EODE 

Sur ma Tie» sur ma couronne, sur mcs 
dieux. Tout ce que tous Toudrez je Tousle 
donnerai, fDt-ce la moiti^ de mon royaume, s 
TOUS dansez pour moi. Ohl Salom^ Salomf, 
dansez pour moL 

SALOU^ 

Vous avez jur^, t^trarque. 

H^RODE 

Xai jur^ Salom^ 

SALOM^ 

Tout ce que je tous demanderai, flit-ce U 
moiti^ de Totre royaume ? 
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HiBODlAS 

Ne danses pas, ma fiUe. 

HiRODS 

Ffkt-ce la moiti^ de mon royaume. Comme 
reine, tu serais tr^ belle, Salom^, s'il te plaisait 
de demander la maiti^ de mon royaume. 
N'est-ce pas qu'elle serait bks belle comme 
reine ? . . . Ah I il &it &oid ici I 11 y a un 
vent trks froid, et j'entends . . . pourquoi 
est-ce que j'entends dans I'air ce battement 
d'oiles? Ohl on dirait qu'il y a un oiseau» 
un grand oiseau notr, qui plane sur la terrasse. 
Pourquoi est-ce que je ne peux pas le voir, 
cet oiseau ? Le battement de ses ailes est 
terrible. Le vent qui vient de ses ailes est 
terrible. C'est un vent froid . . . Mais non, 
il ne fait pas froid du tout. An contraire, 
il&ittr^chaud. II £ut trop chaud. J'^touflfe. 
Versez-moi I'eau sur les muns. Donnez- 
moi de la neige k manger. D^grafez mon 
mabteau. Vite, vite, d^grafez mon manteau 
. . , Non. Laissez-le. C'est ma couronne 
qui me £ait xnal, ma couionne de roses. On 
dirait que ces fleurs sont faites de feu. Elles 
ont brdl^ moo fh>nt. [IJarraeA* dt sa tit4 in 
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couronns, et lajette sur la table."] Abl enfin, 
je respire. Comme Us sont rouges ces p^talesl 
On dirut des taches de sang sur la nappe. 
Cela ne fait rien. II ne faut pas trouver des 
symboles dans chaque chose qu'on voit Cela 
rend la vie impossible. II serait mieux de 
dire que les taches de sang sont aussi belles 
que les p^tales de roses. II serait beaucoup 
mieux de dire cela . . . Mais ne parlons pas de 
cela. Maintenant je suis heureux. Je suis 
tr^ heureux. J'ai le droit d'etre heureux, 
n'est-ce pas ! Votre fille va danser pour moL 
N'est-ce pas que vous allez danser pour moi, 
Salom^I Vous avez promis de danser pour 
moi. 

H^RODIAS 

Je ne veux pas qu'elle danse. 

SALOM^ 

Je danserai pour vous, t^trarque^ 

Hl^RODE 

Vous entendez ce que dit votre fille. EUe 
va danser pour moi. Vous avez bien raison, 
Salom^, de danser pour moL Et, apr^ que 
Tous aurez dans^ n'oubliez pas de me demander 
tout ce que vous voudrez. Tout ce que vous 
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Toudrez je vous le donnerai, filt-ce la moititf 
de mon royaume. J'ai jur^, n'est-ce pas ? 

Vous arez jur^, t^arque. 

H^aODE. 

Et je n'ai jamais manqu^ i ma parole. Je 
oe suis pas de ceux qui manquent h leur 
parole. Je ne sais pas mentir. Je suis 
I'esclaTe de ma parole, et ma parole e'est la 
parole d'un roi. Le roi de Cappadoce ment 
toujours, mais ce n'est pas un rrai roi. C'est 
UQ l&che. Aussi U me doit de Targent qu'il 
De veut pas payer. II a m^me insults mes 
ambassadeurs. II a dit des choses tr^ bles- 
santes. Mais C^sar le crucifiera quand il 
TJendra & Rome. Je suis sdr que C^sar le 
crudfioa. Sinon il mourra mang^ des vers. 
Le proph^te I'a pr^t. Eh bien I Salom^, 
qu'attendez-Tous ? 

SALOH^. 

Xattends que mes esclaves m'apportent des 

parfums et les sept voiles et m'dtent mes 

ssndales. 

[Les eseiaoes t^porteni des parfums et Us 

sept voiles et Hent les sandales de Saiom4.'\ 
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h]£rode 

Ah 1 TOUB allez danser pieds nus 1 C'est 
bien I C'est bieu t Vos petlts pieds seront 
comiue des colombes blanches. lU ressemble- 
ront k des petites fleurs blanches qui dansent 
sur un arbre . . . Ah I non. Elle va danser 
dans le sang I H y a du sang par terre. Je ne 
veux pas qu'elle danse dans le sang. Ce senit 
d'lm tr^ mauvais presage. 

H^BODIAS 

Qu'est-ce que cela tous fait qu'elle duse 
dans le sang ? Vous avez bien march^ deduu, 
VDUS ... 
H^BODB 

Qu'est-ce que cela me fait ? Ah I regardez 
la lune I Elle est devenue rouge. Elle est 
devenue rouge comme du sang. Ah I le 
proph^te I'a bien pr^it II a pi^dit que 1> 
lune deviendrait rouge comme du sang. 
N'est-ce pas qu'il a pr^t cela ? Vous I'sra 
tous entendu. La lune est derenue rouge 
comme du sang, Ne le voyez-vous pas t 

H^RODIAS 

' Je le Tois bien, et les dtoiles tombent comme 
des figues rertesi n'est-ce pas ! Et le soldi 
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devient noir comme un sac de poil, et les ro!s 
de la terre ont peur. CeU au moins on le 
roit Four line fois dans sa vie le proph^te 
a eu raison. I^s rois de la terre ont peur. 
. . . Enfin, rentrons. Vous dtes malade. On 
ra dire k Rome que vous ites fou. Rentrons, 
je vous dis. 

LA vonc d'ioeamaan 

Qui est celui qui vient d*Edom, qui vient de 
Bosra avec sa robe teinte de pourpre; qui 
^ate dans la beauts de ses v^tements, et qui 
marche avec une force toute puissante ? Pour- 
quoi vos v6tements sont-Us teints d'^carlate ? 

HisODIAS. 

Rentrons. La Toix de cet homme m'exas- 
p^re. Je ne veux pas que ma fille danse pen- 
dant qu'il crie comme cela. Je ne veux pas 
qu'elle danse pendant que vous la regardez 
conune cela. Enfin, je ne veux pas qu'elle 



nisoDE 

Ne te Uve pas, mon Spouse, ma reine, c'est 
inutile. Je ne rentrerai pas avant qu'elle ait 
dans^ Dansez, Salom^, dansez pour moL 
s 60 
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m^RODIAS 

Ne dansez pas, ma fille 

BALOMi 

Je suis prSte, t^trarque. 

{Salcm^ dans$ la danse des s^i vn^u.] 

B^SODE 

Ahl c'est maf^ifique, c'est magnifiquel 
Vous voyez qu'elle a dans^ pour moi, votre 
fille. Approchez, Salora^I Approchez afin 
que je puisse vous donner rotre salaire. Abl 
je paie bien les danseuses, moi. Toi, je te 
puerai bien. Je te donnerai tout ce que tu 
voudras. Que veux-tu, dis ? 

SALOM^ \s'agenimillan£\ 

Je veux qu'on m'apporte pr^ntemoit dui 
un bassin d'argent . . . 

H^ODE \riani\ 

Dans un bassin d'argent t mais oui, dans un 
bassin d'argent, cettdnement EUe est chu- 
mante, n'est-ce pas? Qu'est-ce que toos 
Toulez qu'on vous apporte dans un bassin 
d'argent, ma ch^re et beUe Salom^, vous qui 
£tes la plus belle de toutes les filles de Jud^t 
Qu'est-ce que vous voulez qu'on vous apporte 
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dans un bassin d'argent ? Dites-moL Quoi 
que cela puisse @tre on rous le donnera. Mes 
b^sors Tous appartiennent. Qu'est-ce que 
c'est, Salom^l 

SALOH^ {st ievanf\ 
La tdte d'lokanaan. 

H^EODIAS 

Ah I c'est bien dit, ma fille. 

H]^ItODE 

Noii> non. 

H^ODIAS 

C'est bien dit, ma fiUe; 

berOde 

Non, non, Salomd Vous ne me demandei 
pas cela. N'^coutez pas votre m^re. EUe 
TOUS donne toujours de mauvais conseils. II 
lie faut pas I'^couter. 

Je n*^oute pas ma m^rc; C'est pour mon 
propre plusir que je deman^e la t£te d'lo- 
kanaan dans un bassin d'argent. Vous avez 
jur^, H^rode. N'oubliez pas que vous avei 
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B^EODB 

Je le sais. J*ai }\jx4 par mes dieux. Je le 
SU5 bien, Mus je vous supplie, Salom^ de 
me demander autre chose. Demandez-moi la 
moiti^ de mon royaume, et je vous la donneral 
Mais ne me demandez pas ce que vous m'avei 
demand^ 

SALOUi 

Je vous demaode la tSte d'lokanaan. 

H^RODE 

Non, non, je ne veux pas. 

SALOM^ 

Vous avez jur^, H^rode. , 

B^RODUS 

Oui, Tous avez jurd Tout le monde toui 
% entendu. Vous avez jui^ devaDt tout le 
monde. 

B^RODE 

Taisez-vous. Ce n'est pas & vous que je 
parle. 
h]£rodia8 

Ma fille a Men rMson de demander la t£te 
de cet homme. II a vomi des insultes contre 
moi. II a dit des choses monstnieuses contze 
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moL On voit qu'elle wne beaucoup sa mire 
Ne c^ez pas, ma fille. U a jur^, il a jmr^. 

B^ODE 

Taisez-vous. Ne me parlez pas . . . Voyons, 
Salom^, il faut Hie raUomiable, n'est-ce pas ? 
N'est-ce pas qu'il faut ^tre rusomiable? Je 
n'ai jamais ^t^ dur enrers vous. Je tous ai 
toujours aim^e . . . Feut-^trCi je vous u trop 
^m^ Ainsi, ne me demandez pas cela. 
C'est horrible, c'est ^pouvantable de me de- 
mander cela. Au fond, je ne crois pas que 
TOUS soyez s^euse. La Ute d'un homme 
d^capit^, c'est une chose iMde, n'est-ce pas? 
Ce n'est pas une chose qu'une vierge doive 
regarder. Quel plaisir cela pourrait-il vous 
donner t Aucun. Non, non, tous ne Toulez 
pas cela . . . l^coutez-moi un instant. J*ai 
une ^eraude, une grande ^meraude ronde 
que le faTori de C^ar m'a envoy^e. Si 
TOUS r^ardtez k travers cette ^meraude tous 
pourriez Toir des choses qui se passetit i. une 
distance immense. C^sar lui-m^me en porte 
une tout k fait pareille quand il va au cirque. 
Mais la mienne est plus grande. C'est la plus 
grande ^meraude du monde. N'est-ce pas 
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que vous Toulez celft? Demandez-moi cela 
et je vous le doimerat 

SALOU^ 

Je demande U t6te dlokanaan. 

H^RODE 

Vous ne m'^outez pas> vous ne m'dcoutex 
pas. Enfin, laissez-moi parler» Salom^ 

SALOM^ 

La tdte d'lokanaan. 

HiRODE 

Non, non, vous ne roulez pas cela. Voos 
me dites cela seulement pour me fure de U 
peine, parce que je vous al regard^ pendant 
toute la soir^ Eh I bien, oui. Je vous ai 
regard^ pendant toute la soir^. Votre beauts 
m'a trouble. Votre beauts m*a terriblement 
trouble, et je vous ai trop regard^ Mais je 
ne le ferai plus. II ne faut regarder ni les 
choses ni les personnes. II ne faut r^arder 
que dans les miroirs. Car les miroirs ne nous 
montrent que des masques . . . Oh I oh 1 du 
vinl j'ai soif . . . Salom^, Salom^, soyons 
amis. Enfin, voyez . . , Qu'est-ce que je 
▼oulus dire ? Qu'est-ce que c'^tait ? Ah 1 je 
ra'en souviens I . . . Salom^ 1 Non, venez plus 
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pT^ de mw. Tu peur que vous ne m'enten- 
diez pas . . . Salom^i vous connaissez mes 
paons blancs, mes beaux paons blancs, qui se 
prominent dans le jardin entre les myrtes et 
les grands cypr^ Leurs bees sont doris, et 
les grains qu'ils mangent sont dor^ aussi, et 
leurs pieds sont teints de pourpre. La pluie 
vient quand ils crient, et quand ils se 
pavanent la lune se montre au del Ils 
Tont deux k deux entre les cypr^ et les 
myites noirs et chacun a son esclave pour 
le soigner. Quelquefois ils volant k travers 
les arbres, et quelquefois ils couchent sur 
le gazon et autoui de I'^tang. II n'y a 
pas dans le monde d'oiseaux si merreilleux. 
II n'y aucun roi du monde qui poss^e des 
oiseaux aussi menreilleux. Je suis sdi que 
m^me C^ar ne possMe pas d^oiseaux aussi 
beaux. Eh Men I je vous donnend cinquante 
de mes paons. lis vous suivront partout, et 
au milieu d'eux vous serez comme la lune dans 
un grand nuage blanc . . . Je vous les donne- 
rai tous. Je n'en u que cent, et it n'y a 
aucun roi du monde qui poss^e des paons 
comme les miens, mais je vous les donnerai 
tons. Seiilement, il f^ut me d^er de ma 
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parole et ne pas me demander ce que von 
m'avez demand^. [// vide la coupe de t/uc] 

SALOM]^ 

Donnes-moi la t€te d'lokanaaiL 

H^RODIAS 

Cast bien dit, ma fillet Vous, tous dtes 
ridicule avee vos paons. 

SD^RODB 

Taisez-rous. Vous cries toujoun. Vous 
criez comme une bSte de proie. II ne laut 
pas crier comme cela, Votre voix m'ennuie. 
Taisez-Tous, je vous dis . . . Salom^, peosex 
& ce que vous faites. Cet homme vient peut- 
#tre de Dieu. Je suis sdr qu'U vient de 
Dieu. C'est un saint homme. Le doigt 
de Dieu I'a touchy. Dieu a mis dans sa 
bouche des mots tembles. Dans le palais, 
comme dans le d^rt, Dieu est toi^ours avec 
lui . . . Au moinSt c'est possible. On ne 
sait pas, mais il est possible que Dieu soit 
pour lui et avec lul Aussi peut-£tre que sll 
mourrait, il m'arriverait un malheur. Enfin, il . 
a dit que le jour oft il mourrut il arriverait un 
malheur ji quelqu'un. Ce ne peut £tre qu^ 
moi Souvenez-vous, j'ai gliss^ dans le sang 
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quuid je sais entr^ ici. Aussi j'ai entendu un 
battement d'ailes dans I'ldr, un battement 
d'ailes gigantesques. Ce sont de tr^ maurais 
presages. £t U y en arait d'autres. Je sius 
sftr qu'U y en avmt d'autres, quoique je ne les 
aie pas vus. Eh bien I Salom^, vous ne voulez 
pas qu'un malheur m'arrive ? Vous ne voulez 
pas cela. £n&i, ^coutez-moi. 

aALOH^ 

Donnez-moi la t£te dlokanaan. 

h]£bode 

Vous voyez, vous ne m'^outez pas. Mais 
soyez calme. Moi, je suis tr^ calme. Je suis 
tout Jt £ait calme. Ecoutez. J*ai des bijoux 
cach^ ici que m€me votre m^e n'a jamais 
vus, des bijoux tout k &it extraordinaires. J'ai 
un collier de perles it quatre rangs. On dirait 
des lunes enchatndes de rayons d'aigent. On 
dirait dnquante lunes captives dans un filet 
d'or. Une reine I'a port^ sur llvoire de ses 
seins. Toi, quand tu le porteras, tu seras 
aussi belle qu'une reine. J'ai des am^thystes 
de deux espies. Une qui est noire comme 
le vin. L'autre qui est rouge comme du vin 
qn'fm m colore avec de Teau. Tai des topazes 
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jauiws eomme les yeux des tigres, et dei 
topazes roses comme les yeux des pigeons, et 
des topazes vertes coDune les yeux des chats. 
J'lu des opales qui brdlent toujours avec une 
flamme qui est tr^ &oide, des opales qui 
attsistent les espnts et out peur des t^^bres. 
J'si des onyx semblables aux prunelles d'une 
morte. J'ai des s^^nites qui changent quand 
la lune change et deviennent piles quand eUes 
Toient le soIeiL Tai des saphirs grands comme 
des oeufs et bleus comme des fleurs bleues. 
La mer erre dedans, et la lune ne vient jamus 
troubler le bleu de ses flots. J'ai des chryso- 
lithes et des b^Is, j'ai des chrysoprases et des 
nibis, j'ai des sardonyx et des byacinthes, et 
des calcMoines et je tous les donnerai tous, 
nuus tous, et j'ajouterai d'autres choses. Le 
roi des Indes vient justement de m'envoyer 
quatre ^ventails faits de plumes de perroquets, 
et le roi de Numidie une robe fiiite de plumes 
d'autruche. J'ai im cristal qu'il n'est pas 
permls aux femmes de voir et que m€me les 
jeunes bommes ne doivent regarder qu'apres 
avoir A6 flagell^ de verges. Dans un cofiret 
de nacre j'ai trois turquoises merveilleuses. 
Quand on les porte sur le front on peat 
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imaginer des choses qui n'existent pas, et 
quand on les porte dans la main on pent 
rendre les femmes sWriles. Ce sont des tr^sors 
de grande raleur. Ce sont des tr&ors sans 
prix. Et ce n'est pas tout. Dans un coffret 
d'^b^ne j'ai deux coupes d'ambre qui ressem- 
blent k des pommes d'or. Si un ennemi verse 
du poison dans ces coupes elles deviennent 
corome des pommes d'argent. Dans un cofTret 
incrust^ d'ambre j'ai des sandales incnist^es 
de Terre. J'u des manteaiix qui viennent du 
pays des S^res. et des bracelets gamis d'escar- 
boucles et de jade qui viennent de la ville 
d'Euphrate . . . Enfin, que veux-tu, Salom^? 
Dis-moi ce que tu d(5sires et je te le donneral. 
Je te donnerai tout ce que tu demanderas, 
sauf une chose. Je te donneru tout ce que 
je possede, sauf une vie. Je te donnerai le 
manteau du grand prStre. Je te donnerai le 
voile du sanctuaire. 

LE8 JUIFS 

Ohl OhI 

SALOUi 

Donne-moi la t£te diokanaan. 
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R]£rodk \s'affaissant sur sou siige] 

Qu'on lui donne ce qu'elle demuide I C'tst 
hien U fiUe de sa m^ I [i> prtmur soidal 
s'approck*. H^rodias prend de la main dtt 
Utrargm ia bagu$ de la mert et la donne on 
so/dat guifafporie imtnddiatement au iffurreoM, 
Le bourreau a Fair effari^ Qui a pris nia 
bsgue? II y avait une bague & ma muo 
droite. Qui a bu mon vin 1 II y avait du 
Tin dans ma coupe. EUe ^talt pleine de Tin. 
Quelqu'un I'a bu ? Oh I je suis s(ir qull t» 
arriver un malheur Ji quelqu'un. \Lt b(mrrem 
descend dans la (tteme.l Ah I pourquoi ai-je 
donn^ ma parole! Les rois ne dmrat 
jamais donner leur parole. S'ils ne la gardent 
pas, c'est terrible. S'ils la gardent, c'estterriUe 
aussi . . . 

RisODIAS 

Je trouve que ma fille a Men &it 

HiRODB 

Je suis sXa qull va arriTer un malheur. 

SAUOwk \_Elle sepencke sur la citeme et Aomte.'] 
II n'y a pas de bruit Je n'entends ri«D. 
Pourquoi ne crie-t-U pas. oet hommel Aht 
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d quelqu'uD cherchait i me tuer, Je criends, 
je me ddbattnis, je ne voudrais pas EouffUr . . . 
Frsppe. firappe, Naaman. Frappe, Je te 
dis . . . Non. Je n'entenda rien. II y a un 
lolence aflVeux. Ah I quelque chose est tomb^ 
par terre. J'ai entendu quelque chose tomber. 
C'^tait r^p^ du bourreau. II a peur, cet 
esclavet 11 a laiss^ tomber son ^de. II 
p'ose pas le tuer. C'eit un l&che, cet esclave I 
1\ faut eavoyte des soldats. {E/Ze veii U pagt 
^HHvdias 4t s'adresse ti lui."] Viang ici. Tu 
as 6t6 rami d« calui qui est mort, n*est-ce 
pas I Ch bien, il n'y a pas eu assez de 
morts. Dites aux soldats qu'ils descendent 
et m'apportent ce que je demande, oe que le 
t^rarque m'a promU, oe qui m'appartient* 
[LiS page rtcuU. Elle s'adresst aux soliiats.'\ 
Venea ici, soldats. Deieendez dans cette 
dterne, et apportea-moi la tdte de cet homme. 
[Lts soldats nett/gni.] T^trarque, tdtrarque, 
commanded & vos soldats de m'apporter U 
tite d'lokanaan. {^l/n grand bras noir, it bras 
du bourreau, sort de la cUeme appofiani sur nn 
iauelier d'argemt la tSte d'lokanaan. Salcmi la 
saisit. Hdrode se cache le visage aoec son 
mmteau, IfJrodiai tourit et s'^vetUe. Le$ 
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Nazariens s'agitumiUmU tt eommemeiU i 
prierJ] Ah I tu n'as pas touIu me laisser 
baiser U bouclie, lokanaan. Eh bienl je 
la baiserai maintenant. Je la mordrai avee 
mes dents comme on mord un fruit mia. 
Oui, je baiserai ta bouche, lokanaan. Je te 
I'm dit, n'est-ce pas ? je te I'ai dit. Eh 
bien 1 je la baiserai maintenant . . . Mais 
pourquoi ne me regardes-tu pas, lokanaan? 
Tes yeux qui ^taient si tembles, qui 
^tuent si pleins de colore et de m^pris, ils 
sont ferm^ ? Ourre tes yeux I Soul^ve tes 
paupi^res, lokanaan. Pourquoi ne me le- 
gardes-tu pas ? As-tu peur de moi, lokanaan, 
que tu ne veux pas me regarder ? . . . Et ta 
langue qui ^tait comme un serpent rouge 
dardant des poisons, elle ne remue plus, die 
ne dit lien maintenant, lokanaan, cette vip^re 
rouge qui a vomi son venin sur moi. C'est 
Strange, n'est-ce pas? Comment se fait-il 
que la vipdre rouge ne remue plus ? . . . Tu 
n'as pas voulu de moi, lokanaan. Tu m'as 
rejet^ Tu m'as dit des choses infUmes. Tu 
m'as trait^e comme une courtisane, comme 
une prostitute, moi, Salom^, fiUe d'H^rodias, 
Princesse de Jud^ t Eh bien, lokanaan, mca 
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je vis encore, mais toi tu es mort et ta t£te 
m'appartient Je puis en faire ce que je veux. 
Je puis la jeter aux chiens et aux oiseaux de 
I'air. Ce que laisseront les chiens, les oiseaux 
del'airle mangeront . . . Ahl lokanaan, loka- 
naan, tu as ^t^ le seul homme que j'ai aim^. 
Tous les autres hommes m'inspirent du d^oOt. 
Mais, toi, tu ^tais beau. Ton corps ^tait une 
colonne d'ivoire sur un socle d'argent C'^tait 
un jardin plein de colombes et de lis d'argent. 
C'^it une tour d'argent om^ de boucliers 
divoire. II n*y avait rien au monde d'aussi 
blanc que ton corps. 11 n'j avait rien au 
monde d'aussi noir que tes cbeveuz. Dans 
le monde tout entier il D'y avait rien d'aussd 
rouge que ta bouche. Ta voix ^tait un en- 
censoir qui r^pandait d'^tranges parfums, et 
quand je te regardais j'entendais une musique 
Strange I Ah I pourquoi ne m'as-tu pas re- 
gard^, lokanaan ? Derri^re tes mains et tes 
blasphemes tu as cach^ ton visage. Tu as 
mis sur tes yeux le bandeau de celui qui veut 
voir son X>ieu. Eh bien, tu Tas vu, ton Dieu, 
lokanaan, mais moi, moi . . . tu ne m'as 
jamais vue. Si tu m'avais vue, tu m'aurais 
aim^ Moi, je t'ai tu, lokanaan, et je t'ai 
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um6. Oh ! comme je t'ai aim^i Jc t'lima 
encore, lokanaan. Je n'aime que toi . . . J*«i . 
aoif de ta beauts. J'ai faim de ton corp& 
Et ni le Tin, ni les fruits ne peuvent Apauer 
mon d^sir. Que ferai-je, lokanaan, mwii> 
tenant ? Ni les fleures ni les grandes taxOi^' 
ne pourraient ^indie ma passion. J'AaU^ 
une Princesse, tu m'as d^daign^ J'^tais uoAs 
Tierge, tu m'as d^or^, J'^tais chaate, tu as 
rempli mes veines de feu . . . Ahl Ah' 
pourquoi ne m'as-tu pas regard^, lokaAaui 1 
Si tu m'avais regard^, tu m'aurais aim^ J4 
sus bien que tu m'aurais aim^e, et le myBtdfe 
de I'amour est plus grand que le myst^ dc 
la mort II ne &ut regarder que Tamour. 

H^RODE 

EUe est monstrueuse, ta fille, elle est tout 
ji bit monstrueuse. Bhfin, ce qu'elle a ^t 
est un grand crime. Je suis sdr que c'est un 
crime contre un Dieu inconnu. 

J'approuve ce que ma fille a fait, et je i 
raster ici maintenant. 
h:£bode [s8 le7fanf\ 

Ah t r^pouse incestueuse qui parle I 
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Je ne tcux pas rester icL Viens, je te dis. Je 
suis sOr qull va arriver un malheur. Manasse, 
IsBftcbar, Ozias, ^eignes les flambeaux. Je ne 
Teux pas regarder les choses. Je ne veux pas 
que les choses me regardent i^teignez les 
flambeaux. Cachez la lune 1 Cacliez les 
^toilesl Cachons-nous dans notre palais. 
H^rodias. Je commence k avoir peur. 

[£.es esclaves iteignent Us fiambeaux. Les 
itoiUs disparaisstnt. Un grand nuage 
Hoir passe d trovers la tune et la cache 
compHtement. La seine devient tout d 
fait sombre. Le idtrarqite commence d 
monter tescalier^ 

LA TOIZ DE SALOMi 

Ah! j'ai bais^ ta boucbe, lokahaan, j'ai 
bais^ ta bouche. II y arait une ftcre 
saveuT suT tes Uvres. ]^tait-ce la saveur du 
sang? . . . Mais, peut-Stre est-ce la saveur 
de I'amour. On dit que Tamour a une Sere 
saveur . . . Mais, qu'importe ? Qu'importe ? 
J'ai bais^ ta bouche, lokanaan, j'lu bais^ ta 
bouche. 

\Un rc^OK d* lun« tombe sur Salomi et 
tdclaire.l 

, 81 



b, Google 



salom£ 

H^ODE [j» retoumant et voyant Saiom/\ 
Tuez cette femme 1 
\Les soldats s'ilancent et icrasent sous Uun 

boucliers Salami, fiUe tfllirodias, Prm- 

£uu de/iuUe,'] 
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lEttUr THE husband] 

SniONE 

My good wife, you come slowly, were it not 

better 
To run to meet your lord ! Here, take my 

cloak. 
Take this pack first. Tis heary. I have sold 

nothing : 
Save a furred robe unto the Cardinal's 8on» 
Who hopeb to wear it when his father dies. 
And hopes that will be soon. 

But who is this t 
Why you have here some friend. Some kins^ 

man doubtless. 
Newly returned from foreign lands and &llcn 
Upon a house without a host to greet him t 
I craTe your pardon, kinsman. For a housfe 
Lacking a host is but an empty thing 
And void of honour ; a cup without its wine* 
A scabbard without rtael to keep it straight. 
8A 
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A flowerless garden widowed of the sun. 
Again I crave your pardon, my sweet cousiiL 

BIANCA 

This is no kinsman and no cousin neither. 

8IM0NE 

No kinsman, and no cousin I You amaie 

me. 
Who is it then who with such courtly grace 
Deigns to accept our hospitalities ! 

aniDO 

My name is Guido BordL 

SIMONE 

What I The son 
Of that great Lord of Florence whose dim 

towers 
Like shadows silvered by the wandering moon 
I see from out my casement every night 1 
Sir Guido Bardi, you are welcome here. 
Twice welcome. For I trust my honest wife, 
Most honest if uncomely to the eye, 
Hath not with foolish chatterings weaned 

you. 
As is the wont of women. 
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ODIDO 

Your gndous lady. 
Whose beauty is a lamp that pales the starg 
And robs Diuia's quiver of her beams 
Has welcomed me with such sweet courtesies 
That if it be bet pleasure, and your own> 
I will come often to your simple house. 
And when your business bids you walk abroad 
I will sit here and charm her loneliness 
Lest she might sorrow for you overmuch. 
What say you, good Simone ? 

SIUONB 

My noble Lord, 
You bring me such high honour that my 

tongue 
Like a slave's tongue is tied, and cannot say 
The word it would. Yet not to give you 

thanks 
Were to be too unmannerly. So, I thank 

you. 
From my heart's core. 

It is such things as these 
That knit a state together, when a Prince 
So nobly bom and of such fur address, 
Forgetting unjust Fortune's- differences, 
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Comes to an honest burgher's honest hom6 
As a most honest friend. 

And yet, my Lord, 
I fear I am too bold. Some other night 
We trust that you will come here as a Mend, 
To-night you come to buy my merchandise. 
Is it not so ? Silks, relrets, what you will, 
I doubt not but I have some dainty wares 
Will woo your fancy. True, the hour is late, 
But we poor merchants toil both ni^t and 

day 
To make our scanty gains. The tolls are high. 
And every dty levies its own toll. 
And prentices are unskilful, and wives even 
I^aek sense and cunning, though Bianoa hen 
Has brought me a rich customer to-night. 
Is }t not so, Bianoa f But I waste Ume. 
Where is my paokt Where is my pack, 

I say? 
Opm it, my good wliSs. Unloose lh» cords. 
Kneel down upon the floor. You are better sa 
Nay not that one, the other. Despatdi, 

despatch I 
Buyers will grow impatient oftentimes. 
We dare not keep them waiting. Ay 1 tb 
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Give it to me ; with care. It is most costly. 
Touch it with eare. And now. my noble Lord- 
Nay, pardon, I have here a Lueea damask. 
The very web of silver and the roses 
So cunningly wrought that they lack peiftime 

merely 
To cheat the wanton sense. Touch it, my 

I^ord. 
Is it not soft as water, strong w steel 7 
And then the rosea I . Are they not finely 

woven? 
I think the hillsides that best love the rose. 
At Bellosguardo or at Fiesole, 
Throw no svuh blomomfi on the lap of spring. 
Or if they do their hloeioms droop and die. 
Such is the &te of all the dainty things 
That dance in wind and water. Nature her* 

aelf 
Makes war on her own loveliness and slays 
Her obildren like Medea. Nay but, my Il.ord# 
Look cloao' still Why in this damaak here 
It is summer always, and no wintv's tooth 
Win enrer blight these bloasoms. For every 

eU 
I pud a piece of gold. Red gold, and good. 
The frnik of oareful thrift. 
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OTTIDO 

Honest Simone, 
Enough, I pray you. I am well conteDt, 
To-morrow I will send my servant to you, 
Who will pay twice your price. 

8IMONE 

My generous Prince I 
I kiss your hands. And now I do rememher 
Another treasure hidden in my house 
Which you must see. It is a robe of state : 
Woven by a Venetian : the stuff, cut-velvet : 
The pattern, pomegranates: each separate 

seed 
Wrought of a pearl : the coUar all of pearls, 
As thick as moths in swnmer streets at night. 
And whiter than the moons that madmen see 
Through prison bars at morning. A male ruby 
Bums like a lighted coal within the clasp. 
The Holy Father has not such a stone, 
Nor could the Indies show a brother to it. 
The brooch itself is of most curious art, 
Cellini never made a fairer thing 
To please the great Lorenzo. You must 

wear it. 
There is none worthier in our city here. 
And it will suit you welL Upon one side 
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A slim and homed satyr leaps in gold 

To catch some nymph of silver. Upon the 

other 
Stands Silence with a crystal in her hand. 
No bigger than the smallest ear of com. 
That wavers at the passing of a bird. 
And yet so cunningly wrought that one would 

say 
It breathed, or hdd its breath. 

Worthy Bianca, 
Would not this noble and most costly robe 
Suit young Lord Guide well ? 

Nay, but entreat him ; 
He will re&se you nothing, though the price 
Be as a prince's ransom. And your profit 
Shall not be less than mine. 

B1AI4CA 

Am I your prentice t 
Why should I chaffer for your velvet robe ? 

oniDO 

Nay, Cur Bianca, I will buy the robe, 

And all things that the honest merchant has 

I will buy also. Princes must be ransomed. 

And fortunate are all high lords who fall 

Into the white h«ids oi so &ir a foe 
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smoNE 

I stand rebuked. But you will buy my wares! 
WiUyounotbuythem? Fifty thousand crowns 
Would scarce repay me. But you> my Lord, 

shall have them 
For forty thousand. Is that price too high t 
Name your own price. I have a curious fiiac; 
To see you in this wonder of the loom 
Amidst the noble ladies of the court, 
A flower among flowers. 

They say, my lord, 
These highborn dames do so aSect your Grace 
That where you go they throng like flies 

around you, 
EUch seeking for your &Tour. 

I have beard also 
Of husbands that wear horns, and wear them 

bravely, 
A fashion most fantastical. 

OUIDO 

Simone, 
Your reckless tongue needs curbing; and 

besides. 
You do forget this gracious lady here 
Whose deUcate ears are surely not attuned 
To such coarse music. 

M 
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True : I bad fprgotten. 
Nor irill offend Again. Yet, my sweet hard, 
Yov 11 boy the robe of state. Will you not 

buy it? 
But forty thoussod crowns. Tis but a tri0e. 
To one irho is Giovanni Bardi's heir. 

ODIDO 

Settle this thing to-morrow with my steward 

Antonio Costa. He will come to you. 

And you will have a hundred thousand 

crowns 
If that will serve your purpose. 

SIMONE 

A hundred thousand \ 
Said you a hundred thousand? Oh I be $uro 
That will for all time, and in everything 
Make me your debtor. Ay I from this time 

forth 
My house, with everything my house containv 
Is yours, and only yours. 

A hundred thousand I 
My brain is dazed. I will be richer far 
Than all the other na«rchM)ts. I will buy 
W 
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Vineyards, and lands* and gardens. Eva; 

loom 
From Milan down to Sicily shall be mine. 
And mine the pearls that the Arabian seas 
Store in their ^ent caverns. 

Grenerous Prinoe, 
This night shall prove the herald of my love, 
Which is so great that wliatsoe'er you ask 
It will not be denied you. 

OOIDO 

What if I asked 
For white Bianca here ? 

sncoNX 

Yon jeat, my Lord, 
She is not worthy of so great a Prince. 
She is but made to keep the house and spin. 
Is it not so, good wife ? It is so. Look I 
Your dista£f waits for you. Sit down and 

spin. 
Women should not be idle in their homei. 
For idle fingers make a thou^tless heart. 
Sit down, I say. 

BUNCA 

What shall I spin ? 
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fliHoia 

Oh I spin 
Some robe which, dyed in purple, sorrow 

might wear 
For her own comforting: or seme long-fringed 

cloth 
In vhich a new-bom and unwelcome babe 
Might wail unheeded ; or a dainty sheet 
Which, delicately periiimed with sweet herbs. 
Might serve to wrap a dead man. Spin what 

you will; 
I care not, I. 

BIANCA. 

The brittle thread is broken, 
The doll wheel wearies of its ceaseless round. 
The duller distaff sickens of its load ; 
I will not spin to-night. 

mtONX 

It matters not 
To-morrow you shall spin, and every day 
Shall find you at your distaff. So Lucreti* 
Was found by Tarquin. So, perchancCi 

Lucretia 
Waited for Tarquin. Who knows I I have 
hemrd 
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Strange things about men's wives. And now, 

my lord, 
What news abroad ? I heard to-day at Fba 
That certain of the English merchants there 
Would sell tfadr voollsns at a lower ratti 
Than the just laws allow, and have entreated 
The Signory to hftar th«m. 

Is this well? 
Should merchant be to merchant as a wolf? 
And should the stranger living in our land 
Seek by enforced privil^e or craft 
To rob us of our profits ? 

QDIDO 

What should I do 
With merchants or their profits ? Shall I go 
And wrangle with the Signory on your count ! 
And wear the gown in which you buy f!roni 

fools, 
Or sell to sillier bidders f Honest Simone, 
Wool-selling or wool-gathering is for you. 
My wits have other quarries. 

XUNCA 

Noble txffd, 
I pray you pardon my good husband here. 
His soul stands ever in the market-place, 
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And his heart beata but st the price of wool 
Yet he is honest in his common way. 

[TOSIMOKZ] 

And you, have yon no shame t A gracious 

Prince 
Comes to our house, and you must weary him 
With most misplaced assurance. Ask his 

pardon. 

81M0NE 

I ask it humbly. We will talk to-night 
Of other things. I hear the Holy Father 
Has sent a letter to the King of France 
Bidding him cross that shield of snow, the 

Alps, 
And make a peace in Italy, which will be 
Worse than war of brothers, and more bloody 
Than dvil rapine or intestine feuds. 
Qumo 

Oh I we are weary of that King of France^ 
Who never comes, but ever talks of coming. 
What are these things to me? There are 

other things 
Closer, and of more import, good Simone 

BUNCA {iff SIHONX] 

I think you tire our most gracious guest. 
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What is the King of France to us t As much 
As are your English merchants with tiior 
wooL 



SIHONE 

Is it so then ? Is all this mighty world 
Narrowed into the confines of this room 
With hut three souls for poor inhabitants f 
Ay I there are times when the great urn- 

verse, 
Like cloth in some unskilAil dyer's vat. 
Shrivels into a handsbreadth, and perchance 
That time is now I Well 1 let that time be 

now. 
Let this mean room be as that mighty stage 
Whereon kings die, and our ignoble Uvea 
Become the stakes God plays for. 

I do not know 
Why I speak thus. My ride has wearied me; 
And my horse stumbled thrioe» iriiich is an 

omen 
That bodes not good to any. 

Alas I my lord, 
How poor a bargun is this life of man. 
And in how mean a market are we sold t 
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When we ue bom our mothers weep, but 

when 
We die there is none weep for us. No, not 

one. [Passes to back o/siageJ] 

BIANCA 

How like a common chapman does he speak I 
I hate him, soul and body. Cowardice 
Has set her pale seal on his brow. His hands 
Whiter than poplar leaves in windy springs. 
Shake with some palsy ; and his stammering 

mouth 
Blurts out a foolish froth of empty words 
Like water from a conduit, 

euiDO 

Sweet Bianca, 
He is not worthy of your thought or mine. 
The man is but a very honest knave 
FuQ of fine phrases for life's merchandise. 
Selling most dear what he must hold most 

cheap, 
A windy brawler in a worid of words. 
T never met so eloquent a fooL 

BIANCA 

Oh, would that Death might take him where 
he stands I 

M 
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■iHONX {iumiMg- round] 

Who spake of Death ? Let no one speak of 

Death. 
What should Death do in such a meny house, 
With hut a wife, a hushand, and a friend 
To gire it greeting ? Let Death go to houses 
Where there are vile, adulterous things, chaste 

wives 
Who growing weary of their nohle lords 
Draw hack the curtains of their nurriage 

beds, 
And in polluted and dishonoured sheets 
Feed some unlawful lust Ay I 'tis so 
Strange, and yet so. You do not know the 

world. 
You are too nngle and too honourable. 
I know it well. And would it were not so, 
But wisdom comes with winters. My hm 

grows grey. 
And youth has left my body. Enou^ of 

that 
To-night is ripe for pleasure, and indeed, 
I would be meiry, as beseems a host 
Who finds a gracious and unlooked-for guert 
Waiting to greet him. [ Taies ttfi a iuU.] 

But what is this, my lord? 
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Why, 70U hare brought a lute to play to us. 
Oh 1 play, sweet Prince. And, if I am bold. 
Pardon, but play. 

OUIDO 

I will not play to-night. 
Some other night, Simone. 
ITo bianca] You and I 

Together, with no listeners but the stars. 
Or the more jealous moon. 

Nay, but my lord I 
Nay, but I do beseech you. For I have 

heard 
That by the simple fingering of a string, 
Or delicate breath breathed along hollowed 

reeds. 
Or blown into cold mouths of cunning bronzy 
Those who are curious in this art can draw 
Poor souls item prison-houses. I have heard 

also 
How such strange magic lurks within these 

shells 
And innocence puts vine-leaves in her hair. 
And wantons like a nuenad. Let that 

pua. 
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Your lute I know is chaste. And thnrefote 

play: 
Ravish my ears with some sweet melody ; 
My soul is in a prison-house, and needs 
Mude to cure its madness. Good Biaoca* 
Entreat our guest to play. 

BIANCA 

• Be not afrud. 
Our well-loved guest will choose his place and 

moment : 
That moment is not now. You weary him 
With your uncouth insistence; 

OUIDO 

Honest Simone, 
Some other lught. To-ni^t I am content 
With the low music of Bianca's voice. 
Who, when she speaks, charms the too 

amorous air. 
And makes the reeling earth stand stiU, cr 

6x 
His cycle round her beauty. 

flUONS 

You flatter ho; 
She has her virtues as most women havi^ 
But beau^ is a gem she may not wear. 
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It is better so, perchance. 

Well, my dear lord. 
If you will not draw melodies from your 

lute 
To charm my moody and o'er-troubled soul 
You 11 drink with me at least ? \Sees tabU.'] 
Your place is laid. 
Fetch me a stool, Bianca. Close the shutters. 
Set the great bar across. I would not have 
Hie curious world with its small prying ^es 
To peer upon our pleasure. 

Now, my lord. 
Give us a toast from a full brimming cup. 

{Siaris Awri.] 
What is this stain upon the cloth? It 

looks 
As purple as a wound upon Christ's side. 
Wine merely is it ? I have heard it said 
When wine is spilt blood is spilt also. 
But that *8 a foolish tale. 

My lord, I trust 
My grape is to your liking! The wine of 

Naples 
Is fiery like its mountains. Our Tuscan 

vineyards 
Yidd a moze wholesome juice. 
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aniDo 

I like it well, 
Honest Simonc ; and, with your good Icftve, 
Will toast the £alr Bianca when her lips 
Have like red rDse-leaves floated on tbii 

cup 
And left its vintage sweeter. Taste, Biimca. 
[bianca drimh] 
Ohi all the hont^ of Hyblean bees, 
Matched with this draught were bitter 1 

GoodSimeoe, 
Tou do not share the feast 

imoNx 

It is strange, my lord* 
I cannot eat or drink with you, to-night. 
Some humour, or some fever in my blood. 
At other seasons temperate or some thought 
That like an adder creeps from point to point, 
That like a madman crawls flrom cell to cell, 
Poisons my palate and makes appetite 
A loathing, pot a longing. [^^^^ astdt] 

OUIDO 

Sweet Bianca, 
This common chapman wearies mo with 
words, 
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I must go hence. To-morrow I will come. 
Tell me the hour. 

BLANCA 

Come with the yomigtst dawn 1 
Until I see you all my life is vain. 

OUIDO 

Ah 1 loose the falling midnight of your hair. 
And in those stars, your eyes, let me hehold 
Mine image, as in mirrors. Dear Bianea, 
Though it be but a shadow, keep me ther^ 
Nor gaze at anything that does not show 
Some symbol of my semblance. I am jealous 
Of what your vision feasts on. 

BIANCA 

Oh 1 be sure 
Your image will be with me always. Dear. 
Love can translate the very meanest thing 
Into a sign of sweet remembrances. 
But come before the lark with its shrill song 
Has waked a world of dreamers. I will stand 
Upon the balcony, 

Gcn>o 

And by a ladder 
Wrou^t out of scarlet silk and sewn with 
pearls 
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Will come to meet me. White foot aftat foot, 
Like snow upon a rose-tree. 

BIANCA 

As you wilL 
You know that I am yours for love or 

Death. 

OUIDO 

Simone> I must go to mine house. 

SIHONX 

So soon? Why should you? the great 

Duomo's bell 
Has not yet tolled its midnight, and the 

watchman 
Who with their hollow horns mock the pale 

moon. 
Lie drowsy in their towers. Stay awhile: 
I fear we may not see you here again, 
And that fear saddens my too simple heart 

OOIDO 

Be not afiraid, Simone. I will stand 
Most constant in my friendship. Butto-ni^t 
I go to mine own home, and that at ODce. 
To-morrow, sweet Bianca. 
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SIHOHB 

Well, well, 80 be it. 
I would have wished fm fuller convene with 

you. 
My Dew fiiend, my honourable guest. 
But that it seems may not he. 

And besides 
I do not doubt your fotfaer waits for you. 
Wearying for voice or footstep. You, I 

thinlr, 

Are his one child ? He has no other child. 
You are the gracious pillar of his house. 
The flower of a garden full of weeds. 
Your father's nephews do not love him welL 
So run folk's tongues in Florence. I meant 

but that ; 
Men say they envy your inheritance 
And look upon your vineyard with fierce eyes 
As Ahab looked on Naboth's goodly field. 
But that is but the chatter of a town 
Where women talk too much. 

Good night, my lord. 
Fetch a pine torch, Bisnca. The old stair- 
case 
Is fiill of (ntfalls, and the churlish moon 
Grows, like a miser, ni^ard of her beama, 
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And hides her face behind a muslin mask 
As hariots do when they go forth to snare 
Some wretched soul in sin. Now, I will get 
Your cloak and sword. Nay, pard<m, my 

good Lord, 
It is but meet th&t I should wait on you 
Who have to honoured my poor burgher's 

house. 
Drunk of my vine, and broken bread, tod 

made 
Youreelf a sweet familiar. Oftentimes 
My wife and I will talk of this fair night 
And its great issues. 

Why, what a sword is tiiisl 
Ferrara's temper, pliant as a snake. 
And deadlier, I doubt not With such steel 
One need fear nothing in the moil of life. 
I nem touched so delicate a blade. 
I hare a sword too, somewhat rusted now. 
We men of peace are taught humility, 
And to bear many burdens on our backs. 
And not to murmur at an unjust world. 
And to endure unjust indignities. 
We are taught that, and like the patient Jew 
Find profit ia our pdn. 

Yet I remember 

IN 
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How once upon the road to Fadua 

A robber sought to take my pack-horse from 

me, 
I slit his throat and left him. I can bear 
Dishonour, public insult, many shames, 
Shrill soom, and open contumely, but he 
AVho filches from me something that is mine. 
Ay 1 though it be the meanest trencher-plate 
From which I feed mine appetite — oh I he 
Perils his soul and body in tiie theft 
And dies for his small sin. From what 

strange clay 
We men are moulded I 

OUIDO 

Why do you speak like this I 

81U0NE 

I wonder, my Lord Guido, if my sword 
Is better tempered than this steel of yours ? 
Shall we make trial ? Or is my state too low 
For you to cross your rapier against rnine^ 
In jest, or earnest f 

GUIDO 

Naught would please me better 
Than to stuid fronting you with naked 
blade 
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In jest, or earnest. Give me mine own i 

sword ! 

Fetch yours. To>nigfat will settle tbe great j 

issue I 

Whether tbe Prince's or the merchant's sted 
Is hetter tempered. Was not that your 

word I 
Fetch your own sword. Why do you tarry, 

sirt 

mcoNB 

My lord, of all the gracious courteaes 
That you have showered on my barren house 
This is the highest 

Bianca, fetch my sword. 
Thrust back that stool and table. We must 

have 
An open circle for our match at arms. 
And good Bianca here shall hold the torch 
Lest what is but a jest grow serious. 

BIANCA I/O OaiDO] 

Oh I kill him. kill him I 



Hold the torch, Bianca 
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SIHONE 

Hare at you I All I Ha 1 would you t 

{He is xoouHcied by ouu>a] 
A scratch, no more. The torch was in mine 

eyes. 
Do not look sad, Bianca. It is nothing. 
Your husband bleeds, 'tis nothing. Take a 

cloth. 
Bind it about mine arm. Nay, not so tight. 
More softly, my good wife. And be not sad, 
I pray you be not sad. No : take it off. 
What matter if I bleed ! \Tears bandage of.} 

AgainI againi 
[sDfOMX disarms ouiDo] 
My gentle Ix>rd, you see that I was right. 
My sword is better tempered, finer steel. 
But let us match our daggers. 

BiAMCA. {e0 otnso] 
Kill him I killhiml 



Put out the torch, Bianca. 

[bianca /»/j ot$t tortk.'\ 
Now, my good Lord, 
Now to the death of <m^ or both of us. 
Or all the three it may be. {T^^/V^^ 
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There and there. 
Ah, devil I do I bold thee in my grip ? 
[siMONE ovetfowers oniDO and throws him 
down Offer table.'\ 

GUIDO 

Fool I take your strangHng fingers from mj 

throat. 
I am my father's only son ; the State 
Has but one heir, and that false enemy France 
Waits for the ending of my father's line 
To fall upon our city. 

8IHONX 

Husht yourfintber 
When he is childless will be happier. 
As for the State, I think our state of Florence 
Needs no adulterous pilot at its helm. 
Your life would soil its lilies. 

GUIDO 

Take off your hands. 
Take off your damned hands. Loose me, I 
say I 

SUfOHZ 

Nay, you are caught in such a cunning vice 
That nothing will avail you, and your lift 
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Narrowed into a single point of shame 
Ends with that shame and ends most shamt^ 

fiiUy. 
oniDO 
Oh 1 let me have a priest bdbre I die 1 

8IM0NX 

What wouldst thou have a priest for ? Tell 

thy »ns 
To God, whom thou shalt see this very night 
And then no more for ever. Tell thy sins 
To Him who is most just, being pitiless. 
Most pitiful being just As for myself. . . . 

OOIDO 

Oh 1 help me, sweet Bianca I help me, Bianca, 
Thou knowest I am innocent of harm. 

8IHONB 

What, is there life yet in those lying lips ? 
Die like a dog with lolling tongue I Diet 

Die! 
And the dumb river shall receive your ):orse 
And wash it all unheeded to the sea. 

GUZDO 

Lord Christ reedve my wretched soul to* 
night 1 
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■DIOKX 

Amen to that. Now for the other. 

\He dies. 8IU0NE rises and looks at bianca. 
Siks comts towards him as one dazea with 
wondtr and vriik otUstr^tcked arms.'\ 

■UKCA. 

Why 
Did yoa not tdl me you woe so strong ? 

SIHONB 

Why 
Did you not tell me you were beautiful ? 

\H* kisses k*r oh tke moutk^ 

CuBTAnr 
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SCENE 

A JiussioH Ihh 
iMrgi dotr efenifig on snowy landscape at 6aei of stags. 
[PETZB 8ABOUBOFF and HICHAZL] 
FBTER 

\Warmii^ his hands at a stove.'\ Has Vera 
not come back yet, Michael ? 

UCHAEL 

No, Father Peter, not yet; tis a good 
three miles to the post office, and she has to 
milk the cows besides, and that dun one is 
a rare plaguey creature for a wench to handle. 

FETEK 

Why didn't you go with her, you young 
fool I she '11 never love you unless you are 
always at her heels; women like to be 
bothered. 

HICHABL. 

She says I bother her too much already, 

lid 
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VERA; 

PBOLOoinE Fatha Peter, and I fear she 11 nevtx lore me 
after alL 

PETER 

Tut, tut, boy. why shouldn't she? you^ 
young, and wouldn't be ill-favoured either, 
had God or thy mother given thee another 
face. Aren't you one of Prince MaraloSski's 
gamekeepers; and haven't you got a good 
grass farm, and the best eow in the villagel 
What more does a girl want f 

laCHAEL 

But Vera, Father Peter— 



Vera, my lad, has got too many ideas; I 
don't think much of ideas myself; I've got 
on well enough in life without *em; wbj 
shouldn't my children ? There 's Dmitrit 
could have stayed here and kept the inn; 
many a young lad would have jumped at tlw 
offer in these hard times ; but he, scatta- 
brained featherhead of a boy, must needs go 
off to Moscow to study the law I What doa 
he want knowing about the law I let a dub 
do his duty, say I, and no one will troaUe 
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MICHAEL I 

Ay I but. Father Peter, they say « good 
lawyer can break the law as often as he likes, 
and no one can say him nay. If a mux knom 
the law he knows his duty. 

FETEB 

True, Michael, if a man knows the law 
there is nothing illegal he cannot do when he 
likes : that is why folk become lawyers. That 
is about all they are good for ; and there he 
stays, and has not written a line to us for 
four months now — a good son that, eh f 
lacaAEL 

Come, come. Father Peter, Dmitri's letters 
must hare gone astray — perhaps the new 
postman can't read ; he looks stupid enough* 
and Dmitri, why, he was the best fellow in 
the village. Do you remember how he shot 
the bear at the bun in the great winter ? 



Ay, it was a good shot; I nerer did a 
betto: inysel£ 

HCHAEI. 

And as for dancing, he tired out duree 
fiddlers Christinas come two years. 

Iftl 
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PROLOGUB rariEB 

Ay, ay, be was a merry lad. It is the giri 
that has the seriousness — she goes about as 
solemn as a priest for days at a time, 

HICBAEL 

Vera is always thinking of others. 

PETEB 

There is her mistake, boy. Let God and 
our little Father the Caar look to the world. 
It is none of my work to mend my neighbour's 
thatch. Why, last winter old Michael was 
frozen to death in his sldgh in the snowstorm, 
and his wife and children starred afterwards 
when the hard times came ; but what business 
was it of mine ? I didn't make the world. 
Let God and the Czar look to it. And then 
the blight came, and the black plague with 
it, and the priests couldn't bury the people 
fast enough, and they lay dead on the roads 
— men and women both. But what business 
was it of mine? I didn't make the world. 
Let God and the Czar look to it. Or two 
autumns ago, when the river overflowed on a 
sudden, and the children's school was carried 
away and drowned every girl and boy in it. 
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I didn't make the world— let God ex the prologdb 
Czar look to it. 

HICHAJEL 

But. Father Fetei^ 

PEI'ER 

No, no, boy ; no man could live if he took 
his neighbour's pack on his shoulders. lEnter 
VERA in peasant's t^ss.'] Well, my prl, you've 
been long enough away — whore is the letter t 

TEBA 

There is none to-day. Father. 

PETER 

I knew it. 

TEEA 

But there will be one to-morrow. Father. 

PETEK 

Curse him, for an ungrateful son. 

teba 

O Father, don't say that; he must be 
»ck. 

PETER 

Ay I Sick of profligacy, perhaps. 
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VERA; 

PBOLOGUm TXEA 

How dare jon say that of him, Fttbert 
You know that is not true. 

PETER 

Where does the money go, then ? Mictud, 
listen. I gave Dmitri half his mother's fortune 
to bring with him to pay the lawyer folk it 
Moscow. He has only written ttiree times, 
and every time for more money. He got it, 
not at my wish, but at hers [pointing to veea], 
and now for five months, close on six almost, 
we have heard nothing fixnn liim. 

▼KBA 

Father, he will come back. 

PETEB 

Ay I the prodigals always return ; but let 
him never darken my doors again. 

TERA 

[Sitting dovm penstve."] Some evil has come | 
on him ; he must be dead t Oh t MidueL i 
I am so wretched about Dmitri. 



Will you never love any one but \att, 
Vera? 
ISM 
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VC«A PROLOOtm 

[Stfrilin^.l I dont know ; thew is so much 
dse to do in tho world but love 

XICHAEL 

Nothing else worth doing. Vera. 

FSTEK 

What noise is that. Vera ! \A metaitic dink 
*s keartL] 

TERA. 

[Rising and going t» the door^ I dont know, 
Fi^er; it is not like the cattle bells, or I 
would think Nicholas had come from the fitir. 
Oh Father 1 it is soldiws coming down the 
hil) — thoe is one of them on horseback. How 
prst^ they look 1 But there are some men 
with them, with ohains on I They must be 
robbas. Oh 1 don't let them in* Father t I 
eouldnt look at them. 

FETKB 

Men in chains 1 Why. we are in luck, my 
child I I heard this was to be the new road 
to Siberia, to bring the prisoners to the mines ; 
but I didn't believe it My fortune is made I 
Bwtle, Ven, bustlel 111 die k rich man 
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VERA; 

PROLOaoB after all. There will be no lack of good 
customers now. An honest man should have 
the chance of making hb living out of rascals 
now and then. 

TXRA 

Are these men rascals. Father f What 
have they done 1 

ntTEB 

I reckon they're some of those Nihilists 
the priest warns us against. Don't stand 
there idle, my girl 

VERA 

I su^^wse, then, they are all wicked men. 

[^Souxd of soldiers outside; cry of 'Halt/' 
trUer Russian officer with a body of soldiers 
end eight men in chains, raggedly dressed; one 
of them on entering, hurriedly puts his coat about 
his ears and hides his face ; some soldiers guard 
the door, others sit down ; the prisoners stand.'] 

COLONZL 

Innkeeper 1 

RTSR 

Yes, Colonel. 
1S« 
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COLONEL PBOLOODB 

[Pointing to Nihilists.'] Give these men 
Bome bread and water. 

PETEK 

\To ktmsel/."] I ihan't make much out of 
that order. 

COLONEL 

As for myself, what have yvu. got fit to 
eat? 

PETER 

Some good dried venison, your Excellency 
— and some rye whisl^. 

COLONEL 

Nothing else! 

FETEB. 

Why, more whisky, your Excellency. 

COLONEL 

What clods these peasants are I You have 
a better room than this I 



Yes, sir. 

COLONEL 

Bring me there. Sergeant, post your picket 
127 



b, Google 



VERA; 

PROLOOVB outside, aod see that these scoundrels do not 
eommunicate with any one. No letter writ- 
ing* you dogs, or you 11 be flogged for it 
Now for tiie venison. {^Tif veteb dowing ^/on 
Aim,} Gret out of the way, you fool 1 Who 
is that girl I [mm vera], 

FEISB. 

My daughter, your Hi^iness. 

COLOKEL 

Can she read and write ? 



Ay* that she can, sir. 

COLONEL 

Then she is a dangerous woman. No 
peasant should be allowed to do anythiiig 
of the kind. Till your fields, store your 
harvests, pay your taxes, and obey your 
masters — Uiat is your duly. 

TERA 

Who are our masters t 

COLOKEL 

Young woman, these men are going to 
the mines for life for asking the same foolish 
question. 
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VEEA PROLOOUI 

Then they have been unjustly condemned. 



Vera, keep your tongue quiet She is a 
foolish girl, sir, who talks too mucK 

COLOMZI. 

Every woman does talk too much. Come, 
where is this venison ? Count, I am waiting 
for you. How can you see anything in a girl 
with coarse bands ? Iffe passes with peter 
and kis aide-de-eait^ into an inner room."} 

VESA 

[Ttf &ne of th4 NikUisis.'\ Won't you sit 
down ? you must be Ured. 

SEBOKANT 

Come now, young woman, no talking to 
my prisoners. 

VERA 

I shall speak to them. How much do you 
want? 

SBBeXANT 

How much have you \ 
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VERA; 

PROLOODE TEBA 

Will you let these men sit down if I give 
jouthis? [Takes off ker peasants necklace^ 
It is all I have ; it was my mother's. 

BEBOEANT 

Well, it looks pretty enough, and is heavy 
too. What do you want with these men f 

VERA 

They are hungry and wretched. Let me 
go to ^emf 

ONE OF THE SOLDIEBS 

Let the wench be, if she pays us. 

BEBGEANT 

Well, have your way. If the Colonel sees 
you, you may have to come with us^ my 
pretty one. 

VERA 

{Adoances to the Nihilists^ Sit down ; you 
must be tired. [Serves them footL\ What 
are you? 

AFBtSONEB 

Kihilists. 

▼ERA 

Who put you in chdns t 
ISO 
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FBISONEB f 

Our Father the Czar. 

TERA 

Why? 

PBI80NEB 

For loviiig liberty too wdL 

VERA. 

[To the prisons who hides his/a£«.'\ What 
did you want to do ? 

DMITKI 

To give liberty to thirty millions of people 
enslaved to one man. 

TEHA 

[Stariiexlat tfu voice.} What is your name ! 

DMITRI 

I have no name. 

VERA. 

Where are your friends I 

DinTRI 

1 have no friends. 

VERA 

Let me see your &ce I 
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VSRA; 

VBOWQVi DMITBI 

You will see nothing but suffering in it 
They have tortured me. 

TZBA 

[TVarr Ais cloak fr^n his /ace.'\ O God I 
Dmitri I my brother 1 

DHITBI 

Hush t Vera ; be calm. You must cot 
let my father know; it would kill him. I 
thought I could free Russia. I heard men 
talk of Liberty one night in a cafd I had 
never heard the word before. It seemed to 
be a new God they spoke o£ I joined theno. 
It was there all the money went Five 
months ago they seized us. They found me 
printing the paper. I am going to the mines 
for life. I could not write. I thought it 
would be better to let you think I was dead; 
for they are bringing us to a living tomb, 

TZBA 

[LooUng' round.'] You must escape^ Dmitd. 
I will take your place. 

DUITRI 

Impossible I You oan only revenge ui. 
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TEHA I 

I shall revenge you. 

moTsi 
Listen I there is a house in Moscow— 

SEBOEAMT 

Prisoners, attention 1 — ^the Colonel is cMn- 
ing^-young woman, your time is up. 
[Enitr couonEL, aide-de-caup, andrmxa.'] 

FETEE 

I hope your Highness is pleased with the 
remsoQ. I shot it mysel£ 

COLONEL 

It had been better had you talked less 
about it. Sergeant, get ready. [Gtves^urse 
to PETEB.] Here, you cheating rascal I 

FETEE 

My fortune is made I long live your 
Highness. I hope your Highness will come 
often this way. 

COLONEL 

By St Nicholas, I hope not. It is too 
eold here for me. \_To vera.] Young girl, 

isa 
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VERA; ' 

PiiOLOGtiK don't ask questions again about what doa 
not concern you. I will not fotget your 
face. 

TEBA 

Nor I yours, or what you are doing. 

COLONEL 

Yon peasants are getting too saucy sinoe 
you ceased to be serfs, and the knout is the 
best school for you to learn politics in. 
Sergeant, proceed. 

{^TAe COLONEL iums and goes to top of stags. 
The prisoners pass out doi^le file; as DMrru 
passes VERA ke lets apiece of paper fail on tke 
ground; she puts ker foot on it and retmaim 
immobiU.'\ 

FBTER 

[ Who has been counting the money tie colonel 
gta/e himJ} Long life to your Hi^ness. I 
will hope to see another batch soon. [_Sudt^n- 
ly catches sight ^dmitri as he is going out of 
the door, and screams and rushes up."] Dmitri I : 
Dmitri I my Godt what brings you beret j 
he is innocent, I tell you. I '11 pay for hiin. 
Take your money [_ffings money on tkegroumd^ 
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take ftll I hsve, gire me my son. VUluns 1 prologue 
Villuns 1 where ore you bringing him I 

COLONEL 

To Siberift, old man. 

PETER 

No, no ; take me instead 

COLONEL 

He is a Nihilist 

PETEB 

You liet you lie I He is innocent. [7<i« 
soidiars force him back with their- guns and 
shut the door ag-ainst him. He beats with his 
fists against it^ Dmitri I Dmitri 1 a Nihilist 1 
a Nihilist 1 {Falls down onfloor.'] 

TEKA 

[ Who heu remained motionless, picks up paper 
now from under her foot and reads."] ' 99 Rue 
Tchonavaya, Moscow. To strangle whatever 
nature is in me ; neither to love nor to be 
loved; neither to pity nor to be pitied; 
Deither to marry nor to be given in marriage* 
till the end is come.' My brother, I shall 
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PROLOGim keep the oath. [^Kisses thi paper :\ You shall 
be revenged I 

[vera stands immobile^ hoiditig pi^er in ier 
lifted hand peter is lying on the floor. 
HiCKAEL, who has just come in, is baidit^ 
werAimJ] 



KND OF ntOLOOUK 



186 



b, Google 



ACT I 

SCENE 

P9 Tekermxvt^a, Mottow. A large garni Ht iy off lamfi 
hung from ceiling. Sonu masked men standing silent 
and apart from one another. A man in a scarlet Mask 
is wrising at a tahle. Door at back. Man in yellow with 
drawn sword at it. Knocks heard. Mgures in cloaks and 
masks enter. 

Password, Per cnicem ad lucem. 
Answer. Per sanguinem sd libertatem. 

[Clock strikes, conspiuatohs form a semi- 
circle in ike middle of the stage^ 

PRESIDENT 

Wbat is the word f 

FIB8T CONSPIBATOR 

Nabat 

PRESIDENT 

The answer f 

SECOND CONSFIBATOB 

Kalit 

irr 
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VERA; 

ACTL PRESIDENT 

What hour is it? 

TRIED C0N8FIRATOK 

The hour to suffer 

PKESIDENT 

What day? 

FODBTH C0N8FIBAT0K 

The day of oppression. 

PEESIDENT 

What year ? 

ITPTH CONSFIBATOK 

The year of hope. 

ntESIDENT 

How niany are we ia number? 

SIXTH CONSPIRATOR 

Ten, nine, and three. 

PRESIDENT 

The Galilaean had less to conqua the wwld ; 
but what is our mission ? 

8ETENTH CONSPIRATOR 

To give freedom. 
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PBB8IOENT i 

Our creed ? 

XIGHTH CONSPIBATOE 

To annihilate. 

PRESIDENT 

Our duty? 

NINTH CON8PIBATOB 

To obey. 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers, the questions have been answered 
well There are none but Nihilists present 
Let us see each other's faces. \_TAg con- 
spirators unmask.'l Michael, recite the 
oath. 

MICHAZL 

To strani^e whatever nature is in us ; neither 
to love nor to be loved, neither to pity nor 
to be pitied, neither to marry nor to be given 
in marriage, till the end is come; to stab 
secretly by night; to drop poison in the 
glass ; to set father against son, and husband 
against wife; without fear, without hope, 
without future, to suffer, to annihilate, to 
revenge. 
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VERA; 

ACTL PBESIOKHT 

Are we all agreed f 

C0NSPIBATOB8 

We are all agreed. ITifydtit^erumwrnous 
directums aiout the siage."] 

PRESIDENT 

Tis after the hour, Michael, and ihe is not 
yet here. 

MICHAEL 

Would that she werel We can do little 
without her. 
Alexis 

She cannot have been seized, Presidents 
but the police are on her track, I know. 

laCHAEL 

You always do seem to know a good deal 
about the movements of the police in Moscow 
—too much for an honest conspirator. 



If those dogs have caught her, the red flig 
of the people will float on a barricade in 
every street till we find her 1 It was fooUdi 
of her to go to the Grand Duke's ball I 
told her so, but she said she wanted to sec 
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the Czar and all his cursed brood &ce to acttl 
face for once. 

ALEXIS 

Gone to the state ball t 

I have no fear. She is as hard to capture 
as a she- wolf is, and twice as dangerous; 
besides, she is well disguised. To-night it is a 
masked balL But is there any news from the 
Palace, President? What is that bloody 
despot doing now besides torturing his only 
son ? What sort of a whelp is this Czarevitch, 
by the way ? Have any of you seen him I 
One hears strange stories about him. They 
say he lores the people; but a king's son 
never does that You cannot breed them like 
that 



Since he came back fit>m abroad a year ago 
his &ther has kept him in close prison in Us 
palaca 

UICHAEL 

An excellent training to make him a ^lant 
in his turn ; but is there any news, I say t 
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VERA; 

ACTL FBEfllDENT 

A council is to be held to-morrow, at fonr 
o'clock, on some secret business the committee 
cannot find out. 

MICHAZL 

A coundl in a king's palace is sure to be 
about some bloody work or other. But in 
what room is It to be held ? 

FKESIDENT 

\Readingfrom Utter ^ In the yellow tapestij 
room called after the Empress Catherine; 

MICHAEL. 

I care not for such long-sounding names. 
I would know where it is. 

PKESISENT 

I cannot tell, Michael I know more about 
the inside of prisons than of palaces. 

MICHAEL 

\Speaking suddenly to Auacis.] Where is 
this room, Alexis ? 

AUEXIS 

It is on the first floor, looking out on to 
the inner courtyard. But why do you uk, 
Michael ? 
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inCHAXI. ACT L 

Nothing, nothing, boy I I merely take a 
great interest in the Czar's life and move- 
ments, and I knew you could tell me all 
about the palace. Every poor student of 
medicine in Moscow knows all about kings* 
houses. It is their duty, is it not! 

Ai.Tmn 

[Aside.'] Can Michael suspect me ? There 
is something strange in his manner to-night. 
Why doesn't she come ? The whole fire of 
revolution seems fallen into dull ashes when 
she is not here. 

MICHA£L 

Hare you cured many patients, lately, at 
your hospital, boy ? 



There is one who lies sick to death I would 
fain cure, but cannot 

MICHAZL 

Ay I and who is that 1 
Russia, our mother. 
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VERA; 

ACTL UTCHAEL 

The curing of Russia is surgeon's buaness. 
and must be done by the knife. I like not 
your method of medicine: 

IBESIDENT 

Professor, we have read the proo& of your 
last article; it is very good indeed. 

UICBAEL 

What is it about, Professor ? 

PSOFB880B 

The subject, my good brother, is assassina- 
tion considered as a method of political 
reform. 

MICHAEL 

I think little of pen and ink in revoluticHis 
One dagger will do more than a hundred 
epigrams. Still, let us read this scholar's last 
production. Give it to me. 1 will read it 
myself. 

ntOFESSOK 

Brother, you never mind your stops; let 
Alexis read it 

mCHAEL 

Ay I he is as tripping of speech as if he 
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were some young aristocrat ; but for my own j^^ L 
part I care not for the stops so that the sense 
be plain. 

ALEXIS 

\Readi^.'] * The past has belonged to the 
tyrant, and he has defiled it; ours is the 
fbture. and we shall make it holy.* Ay I let 
us make the future holy; let Uiere be one 
revolution at least which is not bred in crim^ 
nurtured in murder 1 

MICHAEL 

They have spoken to us by the sword, and 
by the sword we shall answer I You are too 
delicate for us, Alexis. There should be none 
here but men whose hands are rough with 
labour or red with blood. 



FBE8IDENT 

Peace, Michael, peace I He is the IwaTest 
heart amongst us. 

HICHAEL 

[Aside\ He will need to be brave to- 
night. 

[ TJke sound of sleigh dells is AeardontsideJ] 
X 14ff 
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VERA; 

ACTL VOICE 

[Otttsu^.'] Per cnicem ad lucem. 
Answer of man on guard. 
Per sanguinem ad libertatem. 

UICHABL 

Who is that T 

\Enter VEBA. in a cloak, which shs throws of, 
a^aring in full ball dress.} 

TERA 

God save the people t 

IBE81DENT 

Welcome, Vera, welcome I We have been 
sick at heart tilt we saw you ; but now me- 
thinks the star of freedom has come to wake 
us from the night 

VERA 

It is night, indeed, brother 1 Night with- 
out moon or star I Russia is smitten to the 
heart 1 The man Ivan whom men called the 
Czar strikes now at our mother with a dagga 
deadlier than any ever forged hy iTTaimj 
ag^nst a people's life I 

■aCHAEL 

What has the tyrant done now f 
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VERA. ACTI. 

To-morrow martial law is to be proclaimed 
over all Russia. 

0HNE8 

Martial law ! We are lost I We are lost 1 

ALEXIS 

Martial law 1 Impossible 1 

HICHAEL 

Fool, nothing is impossible in Russia but 
reform. 

VXBA 

Ay» martial law. The last right to which 
the people dung has been taken from them. 
Without trial, without appeal, without accuser 
even, our brothers wilL be taken from their 
houses, shot in the streets like dogs, sent 
away to die in the snow, to starve in the 
dungeon, to rot in the mine. Do you know 
what martial law means? It means the 
strangling of a whole nation. The streets 
will be filled with soldiers night and day; 
there will be sentinels at every door. No 
man dare walk abroad now but the spy or the 
trutor. Cooped up in the dens we hide in* 
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VERA; 

ACTL meeting by stealth, speaking with bated 
breath ; i^iat good can we do now for Russia ? 

PRESIDENT 

We can suffer at least. 

TEUA 

We have done that too much already. 
The hour is now come to annihilate and to 
revenge. 

PRESIDENT 

Up to this the people have borne evoy- 
thing. 

VERA 

Because they have understood nothing. 
But now we, the Nihilists, have given th«n 
the tree of knowledge to eat of, and the day 
of silent suffering is over for Russia. 

HICHAEL 

Martial law. Vera I This is fearful tidings 
you bring. 

PRESIDENT 

It is the death-warrant of liberty in Russia 

VERA 

Or the signal for revolution. 
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HICHAEL A 

Are you sure it is true f 

TEBA 

Here is the proclamatjon. I stole it myself 
at the ball to-night from a young fool, one of 
Prince Paul's secretaries, viho had been given 
it to copy. It was that which made me so 
Ute. 

[vera Aands proclamation to michaxl* who 
readt it."] 

MICHAEL 

* To ensure the public safety — martial law. 
By order of the Czar, father of his people.' 
The father of his people 1 

TEBA. 

Ay I a father whose name shall not be 
hallowed, whose kingdom shall change to a 
republic, whose trespasses shall not be for^voi 
him, because he has robbed us of our dally 
bread ; with whom is neither might, nor right, 
nor glory, now or for ever. 

PRESIDENT 

It must be about this time that the council 
meet to-morrow. It has not yet been signed. 
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VERA; 

ACTL ALEXIS 

It shall not be while I have a tongue to plead 
with. 

MICHAEL 

Or while I have hands to smite with. 

VERA 

Martial law ! O God, how easy it is for i 
king to kili his people by thousands, but m 
cannot rid ourselves of one crowned msD b 
Europe I What is there of awful majesty io 
these men which makes the hand unsteady, 
the dagger treacherous, the pistol-shot harm- 
less ? Are they not men of like passions mth 
ourselves, vulnerable to the same diseases, (rf 
flesh and blood not different from our ovn! 
What made Olgiati tremble at the supreme 
crisis of that Roman life, and Guide's nem 
fail him when he should have been of iron and 
of steel ? A plague, I say, on these fools U 
Naples, Berlin, and Spain! Methinks that 
if I stood face to face with one of the crowned 
men my eye would see more clearly, my aim 
be more sure, my whole body gain a strength 
and power that was not my own t Oh, to 
Uiink what stands between us and freedom ia 
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Europe I a few old men, wrinkled, feeble, act ( 
tottering dotards whom a boy could strangle 
for a ducat, or a woman stab in a night-time. 
These are the things that keep us from liberty. 
But now methinks the brood of men is dead 
and the dull earth grown sick of childbearing, 
else would no crowned dog pollute God's air 
by living. 



TryusI TryusI TryusI 

MICHAEL 

We shall try thee, too, some day, Vera. 



I pray God thou mayestt Have I not 
strangled whatever nature is in me, and shall 
I not keep my oath ? 

UICHASL 

ITfi pREsmEMT.] Martial law. President 1 
Come, there is no time to be lost We have 
twelve hours yet before us till the coundl 
meet Twelve hours I One can overthrow a 
dynasty in less time than that 
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VERA; 

ACTL PRESIDENT 

Ay I or lose one's own head. 

[micha£l and the pbesident retire ta <m 
comer of the stage and sit whispering, teka 
takes up the proclamation^ and reads it to her- 
self. Ai£X28 watches emd sudtfenly rushes t^ 
to her.} 

ATiBXri" 

Vera I 

TEBA 

Alexis, you here 1 Foolish boy, have I not 
prayed you to stay away ? All of us here are 
doomed to die before our time, &ted to expiate 
by suffering whatever good we do ; but you, 
with your bright boyish face, you are too 
young to die yet. 

AT.TTZIH 

One is never too young to die for one'i 
country I 

TBSLA. 

Why do you come here night after nigfatf 

ai£XI8 

Because I love the people; 
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VERA ACTL 

But your fellow-students must miss you. 
Are there no traitors among them! You 
know what spies there are in the University 
here. O Alexis, you must go I You see how 
desperate suffering has made us. There is no 
room here for a natiu'e like yours. , You must 
not come again. 

ALEXIS 

Why do you think so poorly of me ? Why 
should I live while my brothers suffer T 

TEBA 

You spake to me of your mother once. 
You said you loved her. Oh, think of her I 

AT.Tf.TTIl 

I have no mother now hut Russia, my life 
is hers to take or give away ; but to-night I 
am here to see you. They tell me you are 
leaving for Novgorod to-morrow. 

VESA 

I must. They are getting faint-hearted 
there, and I would fan the flame of this 
revolution into such a blaze that the eyes 
of all kings in Europe shall be blinded. If 
martial law is passed they will need me all 
15B 
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VERA; 

ACT L the more there. There is no limit* it seeing 
to the tyranny of one man ; but to the svSa- 
ing of a whole people there shall be a limit 
Too many of us have died on block and 
barricade : it is tiieir turn to be victims now. 

ALEXIS 

God knows it, I am; with you. But you 
must not go. The police are watching evoy 
train for you. When you are seized they hm 
orders to place you without trial in the lowest 
dungeon of the palace. I know it — no matter 
how. Oh, think how without you the sun goes 
from our life, how the people will lose their 
leader and liberty her priestess. Vera, you 
must not go 1 

VERA 

You are right : I will stay. I would live a 
little longer for freedom, a little longer for 



ALEXtS 

When you die then Russia is smitten indeed; 
when you die then I shall lose all hope—all 
. . . Vera, this is fearful news you briog— 
martial law — it is too terrible. I knew it not, 
by my soul, I knew it not 1 
1S4 
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TBBA ACT I. 

How could you have known it ? It is too 
well laid a plot for that This great White 
Czar, whose hands are red with the blood of 
the people he has murdered, whose soul is 
black with his iniquity, is the cleverest con- 
spirator of us all. Oh, how could Russia bear 
two hearts hke yours and his 1 

ALEXIS 

Vera, the Emperor was not always like this. 
There was a time when he loved the people. 
It is that devil, whom God curse, Prince Paul 
Maraloffski who has brought him to this. To- 
morrow, I swear it, I shall plead for the people 
to the Emperor. 

VERA 

Plead to the Czar I Foolish boy, it is only 
those who are sentenced to death that ever see 
our Czar, Besides, what should he care for a 
voice that pleads for mercy? The cry of a 
strong nation in its agony has not moved that 
heart of stone. 

**fK XT» 

[Aside.} Yet shall I plead to him. They 
am but loll me. 
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VERA; 

ACTL FROFESSOB 

Here are the proclamstions. Vera, Do yon ! 
think they will do t 

TEEA 

I shall read them. How fair he looks! 
Methinks he never seemed so nohle as to- 
night. Libertj is blessed in having such i 
lover. 

ALEXIS 

Well, Fre^dent, what axe you deep in! 

MICHAEL 

We are thinking of the best way of killiiig 
bears. [ fVAisfiers io president and leads km 
aside,"] 

PROFESSOR 

[To vera]. And the letters from our 
brothers at Paris and Berlin. What aoswa 
shall we send to them ? 
vera 

{Takes them mechanicaliy.'\ Had I not 
strangled nature, sworn neither to love not 
to be loved, methinks I might have lored 
him. Oh, I am a fool> a traitor myself. > 
traitor myselfl But why did he cane 
IM 
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amongst us with his bright young face, his Acri 
heart aflame for liberty, his pure white soul 1 
Why does he make me feel at times as if I 
would have him as my king. Republican 
though I be? Oh, fool, fool, fooll False 
to your oath 1 weak as water I Have done 1 
Remember what you are — a Nihilist* « 
Nihilist 1 

FEESIDEMT 

[To sacoABL.] But you will be seized, 
MichaeL 

MICHABL 

I think not I will wear the uniform of the 
Imperial Guard, and the Colonel on duty is one 
of us. It is on the first floor, you remembo*; 
so I can take a long shot. 

FKESIDEHT 

Shall I not tell the brethren T 

UICHA£L 

Not a word, not a word I There is a tnutor 
amongst us. 



Come, are these the proclamations ? Yes, 
they will do; yes, they will do. Send five 
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ACT L hundred to Siev and Odessa and Nov- 
gorod, fire hundred to Warsaw, and have 
twice the number distributed among the 
Southern provinces, though these dull Russian 
peasants care little for our proclamations, and 
less for our martyrdoms. WTien the blow is 
struck, it must be from the town* not from the 
country. 

MICHAEL 

Ay, and by the sword, not by the goos»' 
quill. 

TEKA 

Where are the letters from Poland t 

PBOFE880E 

Here. 

TEBA 

Unhappy Poland I The eagles of Russia 
have fed on her heart We must not forget 
our brothers there. 

FBESIDENT 

Is it true, Michael t 

MICHAEL 

Ay, I stake my life on it. 
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FBESIDENT A 

Let the doors be locked, then. Alexis Ivan- 
adevitch entered on our roll of the brothers 
as a student of the School of Medicine at 
Moscow. Why did you not tell us of this 
bloody scheme of martial law ? 

ALEXIS 

I, President ! 

MICHAEL 

Ay, you I You knew it, none better. Such 
weapons as these are not forged in a day. 
Why did you not tell us of it ? A week ago 
there had been time to lay the mine, to raise 
the barricade, to strike one blow at least for 
liberty. But now the hour is past I It is too 
late, it is too late 1 Why did you keep it % 
secret from us, I say ? 

Auaas 

Now by the hand of freedom, Michael, my 
brother, you wrong me. I knew nothing of 
this hideous law. By my soul, my brothers, 
I knew not of it I How should I Imow ? 

UICHAEI. 

Because you ue a traitor I Where did you 
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VERA; 

ACT I. go when you left us the night of our last 
meeting here ? 

ALEXIS 

To mine own house, MichaeL 

MICHAEL 

Liar I I was on your track. You left here 
sn hour after midnight. Wrapped in a large 
cloak, you crossed the river by a boat a mile 
below the second bridge^ and gave the ferry- 
man a gold piece, you, the poor student of 
medicine I You doubled baclc twice, and hid 
in an archway so long that I had almost made 
up my mind to stab you at once, only that 
I am fond of hunting. So I you thouglit you 
had baffled all pursuit, did you ? Fool I I 
am a bloodhound that never loses the scent 
I followed you &om street to street. At last 
I saw you pass swiftly across the Place St 
Isaac, whisper to the guards some secret pass* 
word, enter the palace by a private door with 
your own key. 

CONSPtlLATOKS 

The palace 1 

TEEA 

Alexis I 
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UICHAEL ACT L 

I waited. All through the dreary watches 
of our long Russian night I waited, that I 
might kill you with your Judas hire still hot 
in your band. But you never came back; 
you never left that palace. I saw the blood- 
red sun rise through the yellow fog over the 
murky town ; I saw a new day of oppression 
dawn on Russia; but you never came back. So 
you pass nights in the palace, do you ? You 
know the password fbr the guards ; you have 
a key to a secret door. You are a spy — I 
never trusted you, with your soft white hands« 
your curled hair, your pretty graces. You 
have no mark of suffering about you; you 
cannot be of the people. You are a spy— 
a spy — traitor I 

OMNES 

Kill him t Kill him ! [£>rmv tkeir kHwes,"] 

VERA. 

[Rushing in front o/'alexis.] Stand back, 
I say, Michael 1 Stand back all I Do not 
dare lay a hand upon him 1 He is the noblest 
heart amongst us. 
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ACTL OMNZ8 

Kill him t Kill him t He is a spy 1 

TEHA 

Dare to lay a finger on him, and I leave yon 
all to yourselves. 

PBESIDENT 

Vera, did you not hear what Michael said 
of him ? He stayed all night in the Czar's 
palace. He has a password and a private 
key. What else should he be but a spy ? 

VEEA 

Bah I I do not believe Michael. It is a lie 1 
It is a lie I Alexis, say it is a lie 1 

ALEXIS 

It is true. Michael has told what he saw. 
I did pass that night in the Czar's paUoe; 
Michael has spoken the truth. 

VEEA 

Stand back, I say; stand back! Alexis, 
I do not care. I trust you ; you would not 
betray us ; you would not sell the people far 
money. You are honest, true I Oh, say yao 
are no spy I 
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Al^EXIS ACT I. 

Spy ? You know I am not I tan with you, 
my brothers, to the death. 

IflCHAXL 

Ay, to your own death. 

ALEXIS 

Vera, you know I am true. 

TEBA 

I know it weU. 

PRESIDENT 

Why are you here, traitOTt 

ALEXIS 

Because I love the people. 

HICHAEL 

Then you can be a martyr for them I 

TEI^A. 

You must kill me first, Michael, before you 
lay a finger on him. 

PSESIDEXT 

Michael, we dare not lose Vera. It is her 
whim to let this boy live We can keep him 
here to-night. Up to this he has not betrayed 
us. 

[ Tramp of soldiers outside, knocking at door^ 
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ACTL TOICB 

Open, in the name of the Emporor 1 

MICHAEL 

He has betrayed us. This is your doing, 
spyl 

FILE8IDEKT 

Come, Michael, come. We have no time 
to cut one another's throats while we have our 
own heads to save. 

VOICE 

Open, in the name of the Emperor I 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers, be masked, all of you. Michael, 
open the door. It is our only chance. 

{BiUar OENE&AL KOTEHKiN and soidUrs."] 

OENEEAI. 

All honest citizens should be in their own 
houses an hour before midnight, and not 
more than five people have a right to meet 
privately. Have you not noticed the pro- 
clamation, fellows ! 

inCHAZL 

Ay, you have spoiled every honest wall in 
Moscow with it 
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TESA ACTL 

Peace, Michael, peace. Nay, Sir, we knew 
it not We are a company of strolling players 
travelling from Samara to Moscow to amuse 
his Imperial Majesty the Czar. 

GENERAL 

But I heard loud voices before I entered. 
What was that! 

VERA 

We were rehearsing a new tragedy* 

OENEBAI, 

Your answers are too honest to be true. 
Come, let me see who you are. Take off 
those playeA* masks. By St Nicholas, my 
beauty, if your iace matches your %ure, you 
must be a choice morsel 1 Come, I say, pretty 
one ; I would sooner see your face than th<we 
of all the others. 

PBESIOENT 

O Godl if he sees it is Vera, we are all lost 1 



No coquetting, my g^L Come, unmask, 
I say, or I shall tell my guards to do it fcv 
you. 

Ittff 
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ACTL ALEXIS 

Stand back. I say, General Kotemkin 1 

OENEBAL 

Who are you, fellow, that talk with such 
a trippmg tongue to your betters ? [AuEXifl 
takes kis mask off.'\ Hb Imperial Highness 
the Czarevitch I 

OUNES 

The Czarevitch I It is all over I 

FBESmENT 

I knew he was a spy. He will ^ve us up 
to the soldiers. 

MICHAEL 

[To vera]. Why did you not let me kill 
him? Come, we must fight to the death 
for it 



Peace 1 he will not betray us. 

ALEXIS 

A whim of mine, General I You know how 
my father keeps me from the world and im- 
prisons me in the palace. I should really be 
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bored to death if I could not get out at night actl 
in disguise sometimes, and have some romantic 
adventure in town. I fell in with these honest 
folks a few houis ago. 

OENEBAL 

Actors, are they. Prince ? 

Al-ltTfTH 

Ay, and very ambitious actors, too. Thejr 
only care to play before kings. 

GENERAL 

I* faith, your Highness, I was in hopes I had 
made a good haul of Nihilists. 

ALEXIB 

Nihilists in Moscow, General I with you as 
head of the police ! Impossible 1 

OKN£SAL 

So I always tell your Imperial &ther. But 
I heard at the council to-day that that woman 
Vera Sabouroff, the head of them, had been 
seen in this Tery city. The Emperor's face 
turned as white as the snow outside. I think 
I never saw such terror in any man before, 
1«7 
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ACTL ALEXIS 

She is a dangerous woman, then, this Ven 
Sabouroff? 

OENEBAI. 

The most dangerous in all EuiOpe. 

ALEXIS 

Did you ever see her. General I 

OXNEOAL 

Why, five years ago, when I was a phun 
Colonel, I remember hor, your Highness, a 
common waiting-girl in an inn. If I had 
known then what she was going to turn out, 
I would have flogged her to death on the road- 
side. She is not a woman at all ; she is a sort 
of devil I For the last eighteen months I have 
been hunting her, and caught sight of her once 
last September outside Odessa. 

ALEXIS 

How did you let her go» General f 

OZNEBAL 

I was by myself and she shot one of mj 
horses just as I was gaining on her. If I 
tee her agun I shan't miss my cbanc& The 
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EmperOT has put twenty thousand roubles on actl 
her head. 

AI£XIS 

I hope you will get it, General ; but mean- 
while you are frightening these honest folk 
out of thor wits, and disturbing the tragedy. 
Good-night, General 

6£KEBAL 

Yes; but I should like to see their faces, 
your Highness. 

ALEXIS 

No, General ; you must not ask that ; you 
know how these gipsies hate to be stared At, 

OENEBAL 

Yes. But, your Highness — 

{HavghiilyJl General, they are my friends, 
that iis enough. Good-night. And, General, 
Dot a word of my little adventure here, you 
understand. 

GENERAL 

But shall we not see you back to the palace t 
The State ball is almost over and you are 
expected. 
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ACT I. ALEXIS 

I shall be tliere ; but I shall return alone. 
Remember, not a word. 

GENERAL 

Or your pretty gipsy, eh, Frincet your 
pretty gipsy'l I' faith, I should like to see 
her before I go; she has such fine eyes 
through her mask. Well, good night, your 
Highness ; good night. 

Al.gTIII 

Good night, General 

[ExxuiU GENERAL and th$ soldiers.'^ 

TBRA 

{Throwing off k$r mask^ Bared I and by 
you I 

AT.ITTHI 

\CUuping h4r kand.'\ Brothers, you trust 
me now } \Exit 

Tttbisau 



END OF ACT I 
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SCENE 

Crimea Ciamttr in tht Emptr^t Palaay Jktmg wttk 
ytUm tafttiry. TaiU, wdth ehair */ Statt, ut far tkt 
Ciar; wimdam ithind, »pming oh to a baUony, At At 
ittnt pr^gntttt tht H^ outside g»a darkir. 

Prtsent. — PSINCB PAUL hakaloffski. fbincs 
PETROTIl-CH. COUNT KOVTALOFF. BABON 
&AFF. COUNT PETOUCHOF. 

PRINCK PETBOTITCH 

So our young scatter-brained CzareTitch 
has been foi^ven at last, and is to take hii 
seat here again. 

PEINCB PAUL 

Yes; if that is not meant as an extra 
puntdimeDt. For my own part, at least, I 
find these Cabinet Coundls extremely tiring; 

FEINCB PBTROTITCH 

Naturally ; you are always speaking. 
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ACT n. PEINCE PAUL 

No ; 1 think it must be that I have to listen 
sometimes. It is so exhausting not to talk 

COUNT HOUVALOFP 

Still, anything is better than being kept in 
a sort of prison, like he was — never allowed to 
go out into the world. 

FSnrCX FAUL 

My dear Count, for romantic young people 
like he is the world always looks best at a 
distance ; and a prison where one's allowed to 
order one's own dinner is not at all a bad 
plac& [Enter the czarevitch. The courtiers 
rise.'\ Ah I Good afternoon, Prince. Your 
Highness is looking a little pale to-day. 

CZABEVITCH 

\Siowiy, after a pause.l I want change of 
ur. 

PRINCE rAUX, 

\Smilin£^.'\ A most revolutionary seoti- 
mentl Your Imperial father would highly 
disapprove of any reforms wtsx with the ther- 
mometer in Ruada. 
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CZAXETITCH ACT II 

IBi^UrfyJ] My Imperial &ther had kept 
me for ux months in this dungeon of a palace. 
This morning he has me suddenly woke up to 
see some wretched Nihilists hung ; it sickened 
me, the bloody butchery, though it was a 
noble thing to see how well these men can 
die. 

PEmCB PAUL 

When you are as old as I am, Prince, you 
will und^'stand that there are few things 
easier than to live badly and to die well. 

CZABETITCH 

£aay to die well I A lesson experience 
cannot have taught you, much as you know 
of a bad life. 

PBINCX PAUL 

ISArtfggTtif his shouiders.'l Experience, the 
name men give to their mistakes. I never 
commit any. 

CZASETTrCB 

[BitUrfyJ] No; crimes are more in your 
line. 
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ACT n. PRINCE FETBOTTTCH 

[Tfi the czASEYiTCH.] The Emperor wu a 
good deal a^tated about your Ute appearance 
at the ball last night, Prince. 

COUNT BOnVALOFF 

\Lai^ktng.'\ I believe he thought the 
N^ilists had broken into the palace and 
carried you o£F. 

BASON EAFF 

If they had you would have missed a 
charming dance. 

PBINCB PAUL 

And an excellent supper. Gringoire realty 
excelled himself in his salad. Ah I you may 
laugh, Baron; but to cook a good salad is 
% much more difficult thing than cooking 
accounts. To make a good salad is to be 
a brilliant diplomatist — the problem is 
entirely the same in both casea To know 
exactly how much oil <me must put with 
one's vinegar. 

BABON BAPF 

A cook and a diplomatist I an exceUent 
parallel. If I had a son who was a fool I 'd 
make him one or the other. 
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^JNCE PAUL ACrU. 

I see your father did not hold the same 
opinion, Baron. But, believe me, you are 
wrong to run down cookery. Culture depends 
on cookery. For myself, the only immortality 
I desire is to invent a new sauce. I have 
never bad time enough to think seriously 
about it, but I feel it is in me, I feel it is 
in me. 

CZABEVrrCH 

You have certainly missed your mdtur^ 
Prince Paul ; the cordon bUu of the kitchen 
would have suited you much better than the 
Grand Cross of Honour. But you know you 
could never have worn your white apron well ; 
you would have soiled it too soon, your hands 
are not clean enough. 

PRINCE PACI. 

\Boming^ You forget — or, how could they 
be ? I manage your father's business. 

CZAHEVITCH 

\BitUrfy^ You mismanage my father's 

business, you meui I Evil genius of his life 

that you arel before you cAxat there was 

some love 1^ in him. It is you who have 
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ACT II. embittered hU nature, poured into his ear tiw 
poison of treacherous counsel, made him hated 
by the whole people, made him what he is — a 
tyrant I 

[ Tht courtiers lock stgnifieemtfy ai oack otker^ 

PEINCEPADL 

[Calmly.'] I see your Hjf^ess does wuit 
change of air. But I have been an eldest sod 
myself. [L^kts a dgaroite.'] I know what it 
is when a father won't die to please one. 

{The czABETiTCH goes io the top of the siagt, 
and leans against the window, looking out.'] 

PBINCB PETK0T1TCH 

\To BAEON RAFF.] FooUsh boyi He will 
be sent into exile, or worse, if he is not 
carefuL 

BAKONBAFF 

Yes. What a mistake it is to be sincere I 

PRINCE PETROVrrCH 

The only folly you have never committed. 
Baron* 

BASON BAFF 

One has only one head, you know, PrinM. 
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FBIMCZFA17L ACtJL 

My dear Baron, your bead is the last thing 
any one would wish to take irotn you. [Puiti 
out snuff-box and offers it to fbince fstbo- 
vitchJ. 

pbimcx petbotitch 
Thanks. Prince I Thanks I 

FBINCS FAUX. 

Very delicate, isn't itf I get it direct from 
Paris. But under this vulgar Republic every- 
thing has degenerated over there. Cdtelettes 
& rimp^iale vanished of course with the 
Bonaparte, and omelettes went out with the 
Orleanists. La belle France is entirely ruined, 
Prince, through bad morals and worse cookery. 
[SnUr tJU MABQUis de poivbabd.] Ahl 
Marquis. I trust Madame la Marquise is 
welL 

MABQtnS DE POIVBABD 

You ought to know better than I do. 
Prince Paul ; you see more qf her. 

PRINCB PAUI. 

[Bffwin^.'} Perhaps I see more m her, 
Marquis. Your wife is really a charming 
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VERA; 

Acrn. woman, so flill of esprit, and so satirical too; 
she talks continually of you whoi we are 
together. 

PRINCX FETBOTTTCH 

[Looiing^ at th* eiock^ His Majesty it i 
little late to-day, is he not f 

FKINCB PAUL 

What has happened to you, my dear Petn- 
vitcb ? you seem quite out of sorts. You 
haven't quarrelled with your cook, I hope! 
What a tragedy that would he for you ; yoa 
would lose all your friends. 

nUNCE FETROVITCH 

I fear I wouldn't be so fortunate as that 
You forget I would still have my purse. 
But you are wrong for once; my cbef and 
I are on excdlent terms. 

PBINCE PAUL 

Then your creditors or Mademoiselle Vcn 
Sabouroff have been writing to you? Tfaey 
compose more than half of my correspondents. 
But really you needn't be alarmed. I find 
the most violent proclamations fitun the 
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ExecutiTe Committee, as they call it, left all act u. 
over my house. I never read them ; th^ are 
so badly spelt as a rule. 

raiNCE nCTBOTriCH 

Wrong again, Prince; the Nihilista leave 
me alone for some reason or otha. 

FSINCE PAUL 

[Asidt.^ True I Indifference is the revenge 
the world takes on mediocrities. 

PRINCE PETBOVITCU 

I am bored with life. Prince. Since the 
opera season ended I have been a perpetual 
martyr to ennui. 

PBINCE PAUL 

The maladie du siMe I You want a new 
exdtement. Prince. Let me see — ^you have 
been married twice already ; suppose you try 
— ^foiling in love for once. 

BABON BAFT 

I cannot understand your natUF& 
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ACT n. nUKO PAUL 

[5«m/f ^.] If my nature had been made to 
suit your comprehensioQ rather than my own 
requirements, I am afraid I would have made 
a very poor figure in the world. 

COUNT ROITTALOFP 

There seems to be nothing in life about 
which you would not jest 

nUMCBKADl. 

Ah I my dear Count, life is much too 
important a thing ever to talk seriously 
about it 

CZAEETITCH 

{Coming back from windomJ] I dent think 
Prince Paul's nature is such a mystery. He 
would stab his best iriend for the sake of 
writing an epigram on his tombstone. 

PBINCZPADL 

Parbleul I would sooner lose my best 
firiend than my worst enemy. To have friends 
you know, one need only be good-natured; 
but when a man has no enemy left there must 
be something mean about him. 
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CZABEVITCH ACT IL 

{Biatrfy.} If to have enemies is « measure 
of greatness, titen you must be a Colossus, 
indeed. Prince. 

FBINCBPAUL 

Yes, your Highness, I know I 'm the most 
hated man in Russia, except your filths, ex- 
cept your &ther of course. He doesn't seem 
to like it much, hy the way ; but I do, I assure 
you. [Bitterfy.] I love to drive through the 
streets and see how the rabble scowl at me 
from every comer. It makes me feel I am a 
power in Russia ; one man against miUions I 
Besides, I have no ambition to be a popular 
hero, to be crowned with laurels one year 
and pelted with stones the next: I prefer 
dymg peaceably in my own bed. 

CZABEVrrCH 

And after death I 

FRmCE PAUI. 

[^SAruggtH^ his shoulders-l Heaven Is a 
despotism. I shall be at home there. 

CZABEVrrCH 

Do you never think of the people and their 
rights! 
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4CTIL imiNGE PAUL 

The people and their rights bore me. I am 
sick of both. In these modem days to be 
vulgar, illiterate, common and vicioos, seems 
to give a man a marvellous infinity of rights 
that his honest fkthers never dreamed o£ 
Believe me. Prince, in good democracy eveiy 
man should be an aristocrat ; but these pe<^te 
in Russia vho seek to thrust us out are no 
better than tite animals in one's preserves, and 
made to be shot at, most of them. 

CZAKEVITCH 

[£xciieti/y.'] If they org common, illiterate^ 
vulgar, no better than the beasts of the field, 
who made them so ! lEnier aide-de-camp.] 

AIDE-DE-CAUP 

His Imperial Majesty, the Emperor I 
[prince paci. ioais at the czabevitch, and 
smiles.'] 

[Enter the czab, surrounded 6y Ais guard."} 
czabevitch 

{JiusAtng^/orward to meet Atm^ Sirel 
CZAR * 

[Nervous and/r^Atened.'] Dont ccnne too 
near me, boy I Dont come too near me, I 
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say I There is always something about an ACTII. 
heir to a crown unwholesome to his father. 
Who is that man over there ! I don't know 
him. What is he doing! Is he a con* 
spirator? Have you searched him? Give 
him till to-morrow to confess, then hang 
him I — hang him I 

raiNCB PAtTL 

Sire, you are anticipatiiig history. This is 
Count Petouchof, your new Ambassador to 
Berlin. He is come to kiss hands on bis 
appointment. 

CZAB 

To kiss my hand ? There is some plot in 
it He wants to poison me. There, Idss my 
son's hand ; it will do quite as welL 

[pRINCJf PAUL Stgns to PBINCE PETOUCHOF tO 
leave the room. Exeunt PETOCCHOF and tht 
guards. CZAU sinks down into his chair. The 
courtiers remain si/ent.'] 

FBINCE FAUL 

{ji/^oachit^.'] Sire I will your Majesty— 

CZAA 

What do you startle me for like that ? No^ 
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ACriL I won't. [Wii^cJkgt ik* courtiers nervaUsfy.] 
Why we you clattering your sword, sir? 
[7> C017NT louvAixiFF.] Take it offi I shall 
have no man wear a sword in my presence 
[UoJkii^ at czab£titch1 least of all my son. 
[To PBINCE PAUi.] You are not angry with 
me. Prince! You won't desert me, will you! 
Say you wont desert me. What do you 
want ! You can have anything — anything. 

nUNCE PAtIL 

[Somng v$ry ^tw.] Sire» 'tis enough fof 
me to have your confidence. \AsideI\ I was 
afrud he was going to revenge himself, and 
give me another decoration. 

CZAB 

\Rtturmi^U> his ehtir^ Well, gratlonen. 

UABQUXfl DE POITKABD 

Sire, I have the honour to present to you 
a loyal address from your subjects in the 
Province of Archangel, expressing their hoirttf 
at the last attempt on your Majesty's life 

ntlNCEPAUL 

The last attempt but two, you ought to 
have said. Marquis. Don't you see it is dated 
tfazee weeks back T 
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CXAM, 

They are good people in the Province of 
Archangd — honest, loyal people. They love 
me very much — simple, loyal peo^e; give 
them a new saint, it costs nothing. Wdl* 
Alexis [iuming' to th« czabevitch] — how 
many trutors were hung this morning t 

CZAKKVrrCH 

There were three men strangled. Sire. 

CZAK 

There shonld have been three thonsand. 
I would to God that this people had but one 
neck that I might strangle them with one 
noose 1 Did they tell anything ? whom did 
they implicate ? what did they confess f 

CZABEVITCB 

Nothing, Sire. 

CZAB 

They should have been tortured then ; why 
weren't they tortured ? Must I always b« 
fighting in the dark ? Am I never to know 
from what loot these trutors spring ? 

CZABEVITCH 

What root should there be of discontent 
18S 
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VERA; 

ACT n. among the people but tynimy and injostioe 
amongst their rulers ? 

CZAR 

What did you »aj, boyt tyrannyl tyiannyl 
Am I a tyrant ? I 'm not. I love the peopie. 
I *m their father. I "m called so in every 
official proclamation. Have a care, boy; 
have a care. You don't seem to be cured yet 
of your foolish tongue. {Gc^s over to prince 
PAUL and ^Mts his hand on kds siouldor.'] 
Prince Paul, tell me wa« there many 
people there this morning to see the Nihilists 
hungt 

PRINCE PAUL 

Hanging is of course a good deal less <^ u. 
novelty in Russia now. Sire, than it was three 
or four years ago ; and you know how easily 
the people get tired even of their best amuse- 
ments. But the square and the tops of the 
houses were really quite crowded, were they 
not, Prince! [^ToiAsczAaxvircKfWAoiaJtosmo 
Motic*,'} 

CZAR 

That's right; all loyal ' citizens should be 
18« 
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there. It shows them what to look forward act it 
to. Did you urest any one in the crowd ? 

PEINCE PAUL 

Yes, Sire ; a woman, for cursing your name. 
[Tig CZAREVITCH siaris anxtousfyJ] She was 
the mother of two of the criminals. 

CZAB 

[Looiittg' at czabetitch.} She should have 
blessed me for having rid her of her children. 
Send her to prison. 

CZAREVITCH 

The prisons of Russia are too full already, 
Sire. There is no room in them for any more 
victims. 

CZAR 

They don't die fast enough, th«i. You 
shoidd put more of them into one cell at once. 
You don't keep them long enough in the 
mines. If you do they 're sure to die ; but 
you *re all too merciful I *m too merciful 
myseli Send her to Siberia. She is sure 
to die on the way. \Enter an azde-de-cauf.] 
Who's that? Who's that? 
aide-de-camp 

A letter for his Imperial Majesty. 
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VEHAj 

ACrU fSEAM 

[ Ta ntmcK tAXiu} I won't open It tbm 
may be something in it. 

nmccs PAiTL 

It would be M, very disappointing lett% 
SiT«, if thenr wasn't ITaAtt ktUr himulf, 
and rtads it.'\ 
PtIKCE MfAOVITCU 

[To COUNT Rotrr ALOFT.} It must b« mom 
sad news. I know tbat smile too weU. 

PBINCZ PAUL 

From the Chief of the Police at Archangel, 
Sire. * The Governor of the province mi 
shot this morning by a woman as he WU 
entering the courtyard of his own house. 
The assassin has been seized.* 

CZAB 

I never trusted the people in AichingeL 
It 'sanest of Nihilists and conspirators. Take I 
, away their saints ; they don't deserve them 

PAINCE PAUL 

Your Highness would punish them nort 
severely by giving them an extrm one; Three , 
governors shot 1& two months I [SmiittU 
18B 
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kimsei/,'\ Sire, permit me to recommend actjl 
your \0j9X subject, the Marquis de Poivrard. 
as the new govemn of your Prorince of 
ArcbangeL 

HAKQUIS DE POIVBARD 

[ffurriedly.'] Sire, I am unfit for this post, 

PRINCE PAUI. 

Marquis, you are too modest BeUere me» 
there is no man in Russia I would sooner 
see Governor of Archangel tha£i yourseli 
[Wkispers to czab.] 

CZA& 

Quite right. Prince Paul; you are always 
right See that the Marquis's letters are 
made out at once. 

PRINCE PAUL 

He can start to-night Sire. I shall really 
miss you very much. Marquis. I always 
liked your taste in wine and wives extremely. 

HARQUIS DE FOITBARD 

[7b t&e czAE.] Start to-night. Sire! 
[prince PAUL whispers to the czar.] 

CZAR 

Yes, Sf arquis, to-night ; it is better to go 
at once. 
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ACT n. nUNCE PAUL ' 

I shall see that Madame la Marquise is not 
too lonely while you are away ; so you need 
not be alarmed for her. 

COUNT KOUTALOFP 

[7*0 PEINCE PETKOTITCH.] I shouId bC 

more alarmed for mysel£ 

CZAK 

The GrOTemor of Archangel shot in his own 
courtyard by a woman I I 'm not safe here. 
I'm not safe anywhere, with that she deril 
of the revolution, Vera Sabouroff, heie in 
Moscow. Prince Paul, is that woman still 
here? 

PRINCE PAUI. 

They tell me she was at the Grand Duke's 
ball last night, I can hardly believe that; 
but she certainly had intended to leave for 
Novgorod to-day. Sire. The police were 
watching every train for her; but, for some 
reason or other, she did not go. Some tnitor 
must have warned her. But I shall catch 
her yet A chase aftor a beautiful woman it 
always exciting. 
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CZAB J 

You must hunt her down with blood- 
hounds, and when she is taken I shall hew 
hex limb from limb. I shall stretch her on 
the rack till her pale white body is twisted 
and curied like paper in the fire. 

PRINCE PADI. 

Oh, we shall have another hunt im- 
mediately for her* Sire I Prince Alexis will 
assist us* I am sure. 

CZAHETITCH 

You never require any assistance to ruin a 
woman. Prince Paul 

CZAR 

Vera, the Nihilist, in Moscow I O God, 
were it not better to die at once the dog's 
death they plot for me than to hve as I live 
now I Never to sleep, or, if I do, to dream 
such horrid dreams that hell itself were 
peace when matched with them. To trust 
none but those I have bought, to buy none 
worth trusting! To see a traitor in every 
smile, poison in every dish, a da^er in every 
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ACT XL hand I To lie awake at nigfat, listening ham 
hour to hour for the stealthy creeping of the 
murderer, for the laying of the damned nuQcl 
You are all spies t you are all spies 1 You 
wont of all — you, my own son 1 Which of 
you is it who hides these bloody proclama- 
tions under my own pillow, or at the table 
where I sit ? Which of ye all is the Judas 
who betrays me? O God I O God I me- 
thinks there was a time once, in our war with 
England* when nothing oould make me 
afraid. \_TAis wiik more calm and paiios.] 
I h&ve ridden into the crimson heart of war, 
and borne back aa eagle which those wild 
islanders had taken from us. Men said X was 
brave then. My father gave me the Iron 
Cross of Valour. Oh, could he see me now, 
with this coward's livery ever in my cheek! 
[Sinks into his chair."] I never knew any love 
when I was a boy. I was ruled by tetror 
myself, how else should I rule now I \SiarU 
np.'] But I will have revenge; I will have 
revenge. For every hour I have lain awake 
at night, waiting for the noose or the dagger, 
they shall pass years in Siberia, centuries in 
the mines I Ay 1 I shall have revenge. 
lOS 
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C94RSTITCH ACT II. 

FathQF 1 h4re mepoy oa the people. Giro 
tbttm what they «8lc. 

PEINCE PAUL 

And begin. Sire, with your own head i they 
have a particular lilung for that, 

CZAB 

The people I the people 1 A tiger which I 
have let loose on myself; but I will fight 
with it to the death. I am done with half 
measures. I shall crush these Nihilists at n 
blow. Th»e shall not he a mm of them, 
DO, Bor a woman either, left alive in Russiau 
Am I Emperor for nothing, that a woman 
should bold me at bay T Vera Sabouroff shall 
be in my power, I swear it, before a week is 
ended, though X bum my whole city to find 
her. She shall be flogged by the knout, 
stifled in the fortress* strangled in the sqiwr* t 

CZAKBTITCH 

OGodI 

CZAB 

For two yean htx hands have been dutch- 
ing at my throat ; for two years she has made 
s 19S 
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VERA; 

ACrn. my life a hell; but I shall have revenge; 
Martial law. Prince, martial law oTer the 
whole Empire; that will give me revenge. 
A good measure, Prince, eh ? a good measoie 

PRINCE PAUL 

And an economical one too. Sire. It 
will cany off your surplus population in 
six months, and save you any expense in 
courts of justice; they will not be needed 
now. 

CZAS 

Quite rig^t. There are too many people 
in Russia, too much money spent on them, 
too much money on courts of justice, ill 
diut them up. 

CZABEVITCH 

Sire, reflect befor e 

CZAB 

When can you have the proclamations 
ready. Prince Paul I 

PSmCE PADI. 

They have been printed for the last six 
months. Sire. I knew you would need them. 
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fZAR ACT II. 

That 's good 1 That 's very good I Let us 
begin at once. Ah, Prince, if every king in 
Europe had a minister like you 

CZABETITCH 

There would be less kings in Europe than 
there are. 

CZAR 

[/« frightened whisper, to prince paul] 
What does he mean ? Do you trust him ? 
His prison hasn't cured him yet. Shall I 
banish him ? Shall I \_whispers\ . . . ? The 
Emperor Paul did it. The Empress Catherine 
there \^points to picture on the wair\ did It. 
Why shouldn't I ? 

PRINCE FAin. 

Your Majesty, there is no need for alarm. 
The Prince is a very ingenuous young man. 
He pretends to be devoted to the people, and 
lives in a palace; preaches socialism, and 
draws a salary that would support a province. 
Some day he '11 find out that the best cure for 
Kepublicanism is the Imperial crown, and 
will cut up the red cap of liberty to make 
decorations for his Prime Minister. 
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VERA; 

4CTII. CZAB 

You are right li he renlly loved tbe 
people, he could not be my son. 

FRINGE PAUL 

If he lived with the people for a fortnight, 
their bad dinners would soon cure binx d his 
democracy. Shall we begin, Sire ? 

CZAB 

At once, Read the proclamation. Gentle- 
men, be seated. Alexis, Alexis, I say, oome 
•nd hear it | It will be good practice fat you ; 
you will be doing it youiself some day. 

CZABXTITCH 

I have heard too much of it already. 
[Takes his seai at the tabU. count BonvAXiOn 
whispers to him.'\ 

CSAB 

What are you whispering about ther^ 
Count Rouvalofff 

COUNT ROUVALOFP 

I was giving his Royal Highness some 
good advice, your Majesty. 

PEINCB PAUI. 

Coimt Rouvaloff is tbtt typical spendthrift, 
19« 
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Sire ; he is always ^ving away what he needs AOr.u 
most. [Lays papers befort tkt czab.] I 
think Sire, you will approve of this : — ' Love 
of the people,' ' Father of bis people,' ' Martial 
law,' and the usual allusions to Providence 
in the last line. AU it requires now is your 
Imperial Majesty's signature. 

CZABEVITCH 

Sirel 

PBINCE PAUL 

{HurrUd£y.'\ I promise your Majesty to 
crush every Nihilist in Russia in sii months 
if you sign this proclamation ; every Nihilist 
in Russia. 

CSAB 

Say that again! To crush every Nihihst 
in Russia ; to crush this woman, their leader, 
who makes war upon me in my own city. 
Prince Paul Maralofiski, I create you Mar^ 
clul of the whole Russian Empire to help 
you to carry out martial law. 

CZAB 

Give me the proctamatlcm. I will sign it 
at once. 
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VERA, 

ACT II. PBINCE PAUL 

[Points <m paper ^ Here, Sire. 

CZAREVITCH 

\SlaHs up and puis kis hands on thepaptr\ 
Stay I I tell you, stay I The priests have 
taken heaven from the people, and you would 
take the earth away too. 

PRINCE PAUL 

{^Hurriedly^ We have no time. Prince, now. 
This boy will ruin everything. The pen, Sin 

CZAREVITCH 

What I is it so small a thing to strangle ■ 
nation, to murder a kingdom, to wreck in 
empire ? Who are we who dare lay this ban 
of terror on a people ? Have we less vices 
than they have, that we bring them to the 
bar of judgment before us? 

PBINCE PAUL 

What a Communist the Prince isl He 
would have an equal distribution of an u 
well as of property. 

CZAREVITCH 

Warmed by the same sun, nurtured by the 
same air, finshioned of flesh and blood like to 
our own, wherein are they different to us, 
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save that they starve while we surfeit, that acth. 
they toil while we idle, that they sicken whDe 
we poison, that they die while we 

CZAB 

How dare f 

CZAREVITCH 

I dare all for the people; hut you would 
rob them of common rights of men. 

CZAB. 

The people have no rights. 

CZAREVITCH 

Then they have great wrongs. Father, 
they have won your battles for you ; from the 
pine forests of the Baltic to the palms of 
India they have ridden on victory's mighty 
wings I Boy as I am in years, I have seen 
wave after wave of living men sweep up the 
heights of battle to their death; ay, and 
snatch perilous conquest from the scales 
of war when the bloody crescent seemed 
to shake above our eagles. 

CZAR 

[Somgwhai moved.'] Those men are dead. 
What have I to do with them ? 
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ACtlL CZAKEVITCH 

Nothing 1 The dead are safe ; you cannot 
harm them now. They sle^ their last long 
sleep. Some in Turkish waters, others bj 
the wind-swept heights of Norway and the 
Dane I But these, the living, our brothers, 
what have you done for them ? They asked 
you for bread, you gave them a stone. They 
sought for freedom, you scourged them with 
scorpions. You have sown the seeds <^ this 
revolution yourself 1 

PRINCE PAUL 

And are we not cutting down the harvest? 

CZABKVITCH 

Ob, my brothers I better far that ye had 
died in the iron hail and screaming shell of 
battle than to come back to such a doom as 
thisl The beasts of the forests have tbdr 
lairs, and the wild beasts their caverns, but the 
people of Russia, conquerors of the world, hare 
not where to lay their heads. 

PRINCE PAUL 

They have the headsman's block. 

CSABEVrrCH 

The block 1 Ayl you hare killed tbdt 
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souls at your pleasure, you would kill theif actil 

bodies now. 

CzaK 

Insolent boy t Hare you forgotten who Is 
Emperor of Russia ? 

CSA&BTITCB 

No I The people reign now, by the grace 
of God. You should hare been their shep- 
herd; you have fled away like the hireling, 
and let the wolves in upon them. 

CZAB 

Take him away 1 Take him away, Prince 

Paull 

CZAREVITCH 

God hath ^ren this people tongues to 
speak with; you would cut them out that 
th^ may be dumb in their agony, silent in 
thdr torture I But He hath given them 
hands to smite with, and they shall smite I 
Ay I from the sick and labouring womb of 
this unhappy land some revolution, like a 
bloody chUd, may rise up and slay you. 

CZAB 

\Ltaping up.} Devil ! Assassin I Why do 
you beud me thus to my flkcef 

flOl 
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ACTII. CZAREVITCH 

Because I am a Nihilist I [Tie mittisten 
start to their feet ; tksre is a dead siUnce for « 
few minutes.'] 

CZAR 

A Nihilist I a Nihilist t Viper whom I have 
nurtured, traitor whom I have fondled, is this 
your bloody secret ? Prince Paul Mandoffski, 
Mar^chal of the Russian Empire, arrest the 
Czarevitch 1 

UINI8TEBS 

Arrest the Czarevitch 1 

CZAB 

A Nihilist 1 If you have sown with them, 
you shall reap with them I If you have talked 
with them, you shall rot with them I If you 
have lived with them, with them you shaO 
diel 

PEINCE PETROVITCH 

Diel 

CZAB 

A plague on all sons, I say I There should 
be no more marriages in Rusds whoi cme can 
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breed such Serpents as you are 1 Arrest the act i 
Czarevitch, I say 1 

FBINCZ PAUL 

CzareritchI by order of the Emperor, I 
demand your sword, [czarevitch gives up 
sword; pbince VAXJi^pltues it en the iabU.'\ 

CZABEVITCH 

You will find it unstained by blood. 

PBINCE PAUL 

Foolish boy I you are not made for a con- 
spirator ; you have not learned to hold your 
tongue. Heroics are out of place in a 
palace. 

CZAB 

\Siniks into kisekmrwitk his eyesfixedon th$ 
czABEvrrcH.] O God I My own son against 
me, my oivn flesh and blood against me ; but 
I am lid of them all now. 

CZABCVITCH 

The mighty brotherhood to which I belong 
has a thousand such as I am, ten thousand 
better still I [Thg czab starts in Ais seat.'\ 
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ACTIL The ttsr of freedom is risen ■Ireadf, and 
fiu- off I hear the mighty ware Democtac^ 
break on these cursed shores. 

FmNCB PADL 

[7(1 PHINCE FET&OTITCH.] Ia that CBK JVi 

and I must learn how to swim. 

CZABETITCH 

Father, Emperor, Imperial Master. I plead 
not for my own life, but for the lives of my 
brothers, the people. 

FBINCE PAUL 

[BiiUrfy.'y Your brothers, the people, 
Prince, are not content with their own lives, 
they always want to take their neighbours' 
too. 

C2AK 

[Standing i^.] I am tired of being a&aid. 
I have done with terror now. From this day 
I proclum war against the people — war to 
their annihilation. As they have dealt with 
me, so shall I deal with them. I shall grind 
them to powder, and strew their dust apm 
the ur. . There shall be a spy in every man's 
house, a traitor on every hearth, « hangman 
S04 
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in ttvery village, a gibbet in every square. Aorn. 
FUgue. leprosy, or fever shall be li»s deadly 
than my wrath ; I will make every frontier 
a graveyard, every province a lazar-house, 
and cure the sick by the sword. I shall have 
peace in Russia, though it be the peace of 
the dead. Who said I was a coward f Who 
said I was afraid ? See, thus shall I crush this 
people beneath my feet I {Takes up svocrd 
of CZASZTITCB off t<^k mnd tromplss on «r.] 

CZABEVITCH 

Father, beware^ the sword you tread on may 
turn and wound you. The people suffer long, 
but vengeance comes at last, vengeance witii 
red bands and silent feet 

FBINCE PAUL 

Bah I the people are bad shots ; they always 
miss one. 

CZABXVITCH 

There are times when the people are the 
instnunoits of God. 

CZAB 

Ayl and when kings are God's scourgm 
for the people. Take him away 1 Take him 
S05 
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[. away I Bring in my guards. {Eitter the Inh 
ptrial Guard, czar points to czabetttch, 
who stands alone at the side of the stage^ We 
will bring him to prison ourselTes: pri»Bt 
I trust no prison. He would escape uid IdU 
me. I will have him shot here, here in tiie 
open square by the soldiers. Let me never 
see his face again, [czabetitch is being led 
OMiJ] No, no, leave him I I don't trust 
guards. They are all Nihilists I [To ntnia 
PADLJ^ I trust you, you have no mercy. 
{^Tkrows window open and goes out on bala»^.] 

CZARETTTCH 

If I am to die for the people I am ready 
One Nihilist more or less in Russia, what does 
that matter ? 

PRINCE PAUL 

[Lookii^ at his watch,'] The dinner is sine 
to be spoiled. How annojring politics sre; 
and eldest sons I 

VOICE 

lOuiside, in the strut.] God save the 
people 1 [czar is shot, and staggers back inti 
the room.] 
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CZAKETITCH ACT 11. 

[Breaking from the guards, and rushing 
0xvr.] Father I 

CZAB 

Murders I Murderer 1 You did HI 
Murderer 1 [Dies.'^ 
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ACT III 

Stmt stttu and htsiiuts as Act I. Mom in ytUom drusy 
with draWH sword, at the door. 

Password outside. Vae tyrannis. 
Answer. Vae victis [repeated three times'^. 

[Enter consfiratobjs who form a semmrde, 
mashed and cioahed.} 

PRESIDENT 

What hour is it f 

FIBBT CON8PIBATOB. 

The hour to strike. 

PRESIDENT 

What day? 

SECOND CONSPIBATOm 

The day of Marat. 

PRESIDENT 

In what month f 
208 



b, Google 



OR. THE NIHILISTS 

THIRD COHSPIBATOB J 

The month of liberty. 

PRESIDENT 

What is our duty I 

FOURTH COKSFISATOR 

To obey. 

PRESIDENT 

Our creed ! 

FIFTH CONSPIRATOB 

Parbleu, Monsieur le Pr^ident, I never 

knew you had one. 

CONSPIBATOBS 

A spy 1 A spy I Unmask I Unmask I A 
spyl 

PRESIDENT 

Let the doors be shut. There are others 
but Nihilists present. 

CONSPIXATORS 

Unmask I Unmask t Kill him 1 kill 
him I [Masked Conspirator unmasks.'] Prince 
Paull 

TZRA 

Devil t Who lured you into the lion's 
den! 
o soft 
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ACTm. CONSPIRATOKB 

KiUhiml KiUhimI 



\ 



PRINCE PAUL 

En T^riU, Messieurs, you are not over 
hospitable in your welcome; 

VERA 

Welcome 1 What welcome should we give 
you but the dagger or the noose ? 

PRINCE PAUL 

I had no idea really that the Nihilists 
were so exclusive. Let me assure you that 
if I had not always had an entr^ to the very 
best society, and the very worst conspiracies, 
I could never have been Prime Minister in 
Russia. 

▼ERA 

The tiger cannot change its nature, nor the 
make lose its venom ; but are you turned « 
lover of the people ? 

PRINCE PAUL 

Mon Dieu, non. Mademoiselle 1 I would 
much sooner talk scandal in a drawing-room 
than treason in a cellar. Besides, I hate the 
common mob, who smell of garlic* smdtt 
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bad tobacco, get up early, and dine off one act ul 

dish. 

PEZSIDENT 

What have you to gun, th«a, by a revolu- 
tion? 

FBINCE PADL 

Mon ami, I have nothing left to lose. That 
scatter-brained boy, this new Czar, has ban* 
ished me. 

T£BA 

To Siberia f 

FBINCE PAUL 

No, to Paris. He has confiscated my 
estates, robbed me of my office and my cook. 
I have nothing left but my decorations. I am 
here for revenge. 

PBESIDENT 

Then you have a right to be one of us. 
We also meet daily for revenge. 

PRINCE PAUL 

You want money of course. No one ever 

joins a conspiracy who has any. Here. 

IT/irows money on table^ You have so many 

spies that I should think you want informa- 
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VERA; 

ACrnLtion. Well, you will find me the best- 
informed man in Russia on the abuses of 
our Goreroment. I made them nearly «U 
myself. 

▼ERA 

President, I don't trust this man. He has 
done us too much harm in Russia to let him 
go in safety. 

PRINCE FAUI, 

Believe me, Mademoiselle, you are wrong. 
I will be a most valuable addition to your 
circle ; and as for you, gentlemen, if I had not 
thought that you would be useful to me 1 
shouldn't have risked my neck among you. or 
dined an hour earher than usual so as to be in 
time. 

PRESIDENT 

Ay, if he had wanted to sf^ on us. Vera, 
he wouldn't have come himsel£ 

raiNCE PAUL 

[Aside.'] No ; I should have sent my best 
friend. 

niESIDENT 

Besides, Vera, he is just the man to give oi 
218 
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the information we want about some business ACTii 
we have in hand to-night 

VEBA 

Be it so if you wish it. 

PBESIDBHT 

Brothers, is it your will that Prince Paul 
Maraloffski he admitted, and take the oath of 
the Nihilist? 

C0NSPIBAT0R8 

Itisl itist 

PBZSIDENT 

\Hoiding out dagger and a paper^ Prince 
Paul, the dagger or the oath t 

niNCE PAUL 

[Smiies sardonica/ly.'} I would sooner 
annihilate than be annihilated. {^TaJtts 
paper.1 

PKESmZMT 

Remember: Betray ns, and as long as 
earth holds poison or steel, as long as men 
can strike or women betray, you shall not 
escape Tengeaace. The Nihilists never forget 
their friends, or forgive their enemies. 

SIS 
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VKRA; 

ACT Ul. PHINCE PAUL 

Really? I did not think you were » 

dvilised. 

TEHA 

[PaeiMg' MP and dovm bthtHd."] Why is he 
not here? He will not keep the crown. I 
know him weU. 

rEEBIDENT 

Sign. [pEtNCE PAUL s^iis.'\ You sud yoa 
thought we had no creed. You were wn»g. 
ReaditI 

TERA 

This is a dangerous thing, President. Wfait 
can we do with this nun ? 

PRESIDENT 

We can use him. He Is of value to us to- 
night and to-morrow. 

TBBA 

Perhaps there will be no morrow for any of 
us ; but we hare given him our word : he is 
safer here than ever he was in his palace; 

PBINCE PAUL 

[Reading.'] ' The rij^ts of humanity '1 Id 
the old times men carried out their rights for 
themselves as they lived, but nowadays evoy 
214 
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baby seems born with a social manifesto in act hi. 
its mouth much bigger than itself. * Nature 
is not a temple, but a workshop : we demand 
the right to labour.' Ah, I shall surrendw 
my own rights in t^t respect. 

TEBA 

[Paang up and down behind.'] Oh, wOl he 
never come ? will he never come ? 

PBINCE PAUI. 

' The family as subversive of true socialistie 
and communal unity is to be annihilated.* 
Yes, President, I agree completely with 
Article 5. A family is a terrible incumbrance, 
especially when one is not married. [Thre§ 
knocks tU tke door^ 

VEBA 

Alexis at last 1 
Password 

Vas tyrannis I 
Answer 

Vse rictis I {Enter hichael strooanopf.] 

FHE8IDEMT 

Michael, the regicide ! Brothers, let us do 
honour to a man who has killed a king. 
315 
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ACTm. TXBA 

Ij^sidt."] Oh. he will come yett 

PEESIDENT 

Michael, you hare saved Russia. 

UCHAEL 

Ay, Russia was free for a moment when 
the tyrant fell* but the sun of liberty has set 
again like that false dawn which cheats our 
eyes in autunm. 

riESIDENT 

The dread night of tyranny is not yet put 
for Russia. 

HICHAZL 

lC/ittckiH£' his JkHt/e.'] One more blow, and 
the end is come indeed. 

TEEA. 

[Asidg.1 One more blow! What does he 
mean ! Oh, impossible I but why is he not 
with us t Alexis I Alexis I why are you not 
here? 

rBEBIDENT 

But how did you escape, Michael! Tb^ 
•ud you bad been seized. 
S16 
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UICHAZL ACrilL 

I was dressed in the uniform of the Im- 
perial Guard. The Colonel on dnty was a 
brother, and gave me the password. I drove 
through the troops in safety with it, and, 
thanks to my good hors^ reached the walls 
before the gates were closed. 

PRESIDENT 

What a chance his coming out on the 
balcony was 1 

MICHAEL 

A chance? Thoe is no such thing as 
chance. It was God's finger led liim there. 

PRESIDENT 

And where have you been these three 
days? 

UICHAEL 

Hiding in the house of the priest Kicholas 
at the cross-roads. 

PRESIDENT 

Nicholas is an honest man. 

HICHAEL 

Ay, honest enough for a priest I am here 
now for vengeance on a traitor t 
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ACTIIL TEBA 

[Aside."] O God, will he never comet 
Alexis I why are you not here ? You cumot 
have turned traitor 1 

UICHAEL 

[5«mf PRINCE PAUL.] Prince Paul Man- 
loffski here 1 By St. George, a lucky capturel 
This must have been Vera's doing. She is 
the only one who could have lured that ser- 
pent into the trap. 

PBESIDENT 

Prince Paul has just taken the oath. 

VERA 

Alexis, the Czar, has banished him from 
Russia. 

MICHAEL 

Bah 1 A blind to cheat us. W^e will keep 
Prince Paul here, and find some office for him 
in our reign of terror. He is well accustomed 
by this time to bloody work. 

PRINCE PAUL 

\Approaching hichaei^] That was a long 
shot of yours, mon camarade. 

UICHAEL 

I have had a good deal of practice shooting 
21ft 
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since I have been a boy, off your Highness's Acriu. 
wild boars. 

PHINCE PAUL 

Are my gamekeepers like moles, then, 
always asleep ? 

MICHAEL 

No, PrinccL I am one of them ; but, like 
you, I am fond of robbing what I am put to 
watch. 

FKESIDENT 

This must be s new atmosphere fbr you, 
Prince PauL We speak the truth to one 
another here: 

PRINCE PAUL 

How misleading you must find itl You 
have an odd medley here* President 

PBEfilDENT 

You recognise a good many friends, I dare 
say? 

PRINCE PAUL 

Yes, there is always more brass than hrmm 
in an aristocracy. 

PRESIDENT 

But you are here yourself t 
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VERAt 

ACT m. PRINCE PAUL 

I ? As I cannot be Prime Minister, I most 
be a Nihilist There is no ftlteroative. 

VEBA 

God, will he never come? The hand 
is on the stroke of the hour. Will he nerer 
come! 

UICHA£L 

[Asidt.'] Fre»dent» you know what we have 
to do? 'Tis but a sorry hunter who leaves 
the wolf cub alive to avenge his father. Hov 
are we to get at this boy ? It must be to- 
night. To-morrow he will be throwing some 
sop of reform to the people, and it will be too 
late for a republic. 

PRINCE PAUL 

You are quite right. Good kings are the 
only dangerous enemies that modem demo- 
cracy has, and when lie has begun by banishing 
me you may be sure he intends to be a patriot 

MICHAEL 

1 am sick of patriot kings; what Russii 
needs b a Republic' 

PRINCE PAUL 

Messieurs, I have brought you two doeu- 
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ments which I think will interest you — the act iil 
proclamation this young Czar intends publish- 
ing to-morrow, and a plan of the Winter 
Palace, where he sleeps to-night. 

{Hands pi^ers,^ 

TEEA. 

I dare not ask them what they are plotting 
about. Oh, why is Alexis not here ? 

PBE8IDENT 

Prince, this is most valuable information. 
Michael, you were right If it is not to-night 
it will be too late. Head that 

mCBABL 

Ah t A loaf of bread flung to a starving 
nation. A lie to cheat the people. [Tears it 
a^.] It must be to-night I do not believe 
Um. Would he have kept his crown had 
he loved the people ? But bow are we to get 
at him, and shall we who could not bear the 
scorpions of the father suffer the whips of the 
son ? — no ; whatever is, must be destroyed : 
whatever is, is wrong. 

PBINCE PAUL 

The key of the private door in the street 

[Hands key^ 

sai 
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ACT III. PKESIDXHT 

Prince we are in your debt 

PRINCE PAUL 

[Smi/ii^,'] The normal condition of the 
Nihilists. 

laCHABL 

Ay, but we are paying our debts off with 
interest now. Two Emperors in one week. 
That will make the balanee straight We 
would hare thrown in a Prime Minister if 
you had not come. 

FBINCE PAUL 

Ah, I am soiry you tcAd me. It robs my 
visit of all its picturesqueness and adventure. 
I thought I was perilling my head by coming 
here, and you tell me I have saved it One 
is sure to be disappointed if one tries to get 
romance out of modem life. 

inCHAEL 

It is not so romantic a thing to lose one's 
head, Prince PauL 

FBINCE PAUL 

No, but it must often be very dull to keep 
It Don't you find that sometimes ? 

rCUek striits six] 

saa 
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TEBA ACTIIL 

[Sinking into a seaf] Oh, it is past the 
hour I It is past the hour 1 

HICHAZL 

[7(?pBESiDENT.] Ronember to-mOROw will 
be too late. 

PBESIDENT 

Brothers, it is full tim& Wluch of us is 
absent! 

CONSFIBATOBa 

Alexis I Alexis 1 

PBESIDENT 

Michael, read Rule 7. 

inCHAEL 

*Wheii any brother shall have disobeyed 
a summons to be present, the president shall 
inquire if there is anjrthing alleged against 
him- ' 

^lESIDENT 

Is there anything against our brother 
Alexis? 

OONSPIBATOltS 

He wears a crown 1 He wears a crown I 
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ACTIIL PBEBIDENT 

Michael, read Article 7 of the Code of 
Revolution. 

MICHAEL 

'Between the Nihilists and all mxaa who 
wear crowns above their fellows, there is war 
to the death.' 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers, what say you? Is Alexis, the 
Czar, guilty or not ? 

OBfNSS 

He is guilty t 

PBESIDEMT 

What shall the penalty be? 

OMMEB 

Death 1 

PRESIDENT 

Let the lots be prepared; it shall be t» 
night. 

PRINCE PAUL 

Ah, this is really interettting 1 I was getting 
afr^d conspiracies were as dull as courts tic 
234 
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rBOFESSOR MAKFA ART 111 

My forte is more in writing pamphlets than 
in tilting shots. Still a regicide has Uways a 
place in histoiy. 

UICBAEL 

If your pistol is as harmless as your pen. 
this young tyrant will have a long life. 

FBINCE PAUL 

You ought to remember, too, Professor, 
that if you were seized, as you probably 
would be, and hung, as you certunly would 
be, there would be nobody left to read your 
own articles. 

FRBsnmST 

Brothers, are you ready ? 

TE&A 

[Siarting up."] Not yet 1 Not yet I I have 
a word to say. 

MICHA2L 

[Aside.'] Plague take herl I knew it 
would come to this. 

TEBA 

This boy has been our brother. Night 
after night he has perilled his own life to 
» 225 
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ACTm. come here, mght after ni^^t, iriien enxj 
street was filled with s^mcs, evc^ house with 
traitors. Delicately nurtured tike a king*! 
son, he has dwelt among as. 

PRESIDENT, 

Ay I under a fidse name. He lied to in 
at the beginning. He ties to us now at the 
end. 

TEBA 

I swear he is true. There is not a mm 
here who does not owe him his life a thousand 
times. When the bloodhounds wa*e on 
us that night, who saved us from arrest, 
torture, flogging, death, but he ye seek to 
kiU! 

mCHAEL 

To kill all tyrants is our mission I 

VERA 

He is no tyrant I know him well 1 He 
loves the people. 
pEEsiDEirr 

We know him too ; he is a tzaitor. 

TERA 

A traitorl Three days ago he could have 
226 
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betrayed every man of you here> and the act in 
^bbet would have been your doom. He 
gave you all your lives once. Give him a 
little time — a week, a month, a few days; 
but now I — O God, not now I 

CONSPIRATORS 

[Brandtsiing^ ihggvrs.'] To-night I to-night t 
to-night I 

VERA 

Peace, you gorg^ adders t peace! 

HICHAXL 

What, are we not here to annihilate ? Shall 
we not keep our oath ? 

VSRA 

Your oath I your oath 1 Greedy that you 
are of gain, every man's hand lusting for his 
neighbour's pelf, every heart set on {ullage 
and rapine; who, of ye all, if Uie crown 
were set on his head, would give an empire 
up for the mob to scramble for ? The people 
aie not yet fit for a republic in Russia. 

PRESIDENT 

Every nation is fit for a repuUic. 
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ACTIIL liQCHASL 

The man b a tjrruit 

VERA 

A tyrant t Hath he not dismissed his emi 
counsellors. That ill-omened raven of his 
father's life hath had his wings clipped and 
his claws pared, and comes to us croaking 
for revenge. Oh, have mercy on him I Give 
him a week to live 1 

PRESIDENT 

Vera, pleading for a king t 

TEBA 

[ProitMy.^ I plead not for a king, but for 
a brother. 

MICHAEL 

For a traitor to his oath, a coward who 
should have flung the purple back to the 
fools that gave it him. No, Vera, no. 
The brood of men is not yet dead, nor the 
dull earth grown sick of child-bearing. No 
crowned man in Russia shall pollute God's 
air by living. 

PRESroENT 

You bade us try you once. We have tried 
you, and you are found wanting. 



b, Google 



OR, THE NIHILISTS 

WCHAZL ACTin. 

Vera, I am not blind ; I know your secret. 
Tou love this boy, this young priuce with 
bis pretty face, his curled hair, his soft white 
hands. Fool that you are, dupe of a Ijing 
tongue, do you know what he would have 
done to you, this boy you think loved you t 
He would have made you his mistress, used 
your body at his pleasure, thrown you away 
when he was wearied of you ; you, the 
priestess of liberty, the flame of revolution, 
the torch of democracy. 

VERA 

What he would have done to me matters 
little. To the people, at least, he will be 
true. He loves the people ; at least, he loves 
liberty. 

PSESIDENT 

So, he would play the citizen-king, would 
he, while we starve ? Would flatter us with 
sweet speeches, would cheat us with promises 
like his fintber, would lie to us as his whole 
race have lied. 

MICHAEL 

And you whose very name made every 
229 
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Acmi. despot tremble for his life, you, Vera Sabon- 
roff, you would betray liberty for a loTtt 
and the people for a paramour I 

CON8PIEATOB8 

Traitress I Draw the lots ; draw the 
lots I 

▼BRA 

In thy throat thou liest, Michael 1 I love 
him not. He lores me not. 

laCHASL 

You love him not ! Shall he not die thra ! 

VSRA 

[With an effort, detuAittg- her kands^ Ay, 
it is right that he should die. He hath broken 
his oath. There should be no crowned man 
in Europe. Have I not sworn it? To be 
strong, our new republic should be drunk 
with the blood of kings. He bath broken 
his oath. As the father died so let the scm 
die too. Yet not to-night, not to-night 
Russia, that hath borne her centuries of 
wrong, csm wait a week for liboty. Give 
him a wedc. 
S80 
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FKESIDENT ACT HI. 

We will have none of you 1 Begone from 
us to this boy you love. 

UICHA£L 

Though I find him in your anns I shall 
kill him. 

CONSFIBATOBa 

To-night I To-night t To-night I 

WCHAEL 

. [Holding up his hand.'\ A moment I I haTe 
something to say. {Approaches teea ; speaks 
very slowfy.'} Voa Sabouroff, have you foiv 
gotten your brother? [Pauses to see effect; 
TERA starts^ Have you forgotten that 
young &ce, pale with fomine; those young 
limbs twisted with torture ; the iron chains 
they made him walk in ? What week of 
liberty did they ^ve him ? What pity did 
they show him for a day ? [tekA. falU in a 
ckair.'\ Oh t you could talk glibly oiough 
then of vengeance, glibly enough of libertjr. 
When you said you would come to Moscow, 
your old father caught you by the knees and 
bulged you not to leave him to die childless 
SSI , 
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AT III. and alone. I seem to hear his cries still rin^ng 
in my ears* but you were as deaf to him as the 
rocks on the roadside. You left your fiither 
that night, and three weeks after he died of 
a broken heart You wrote to me to follow 
you here. I did so ; first because I loved 
you ; but you soon cured me of that ; what- 
ever gentle feeling, whatever pity, whatevei 
love, whatever humanity, was in my heart 
you withered up and destroyed, as the canka 
worm eats the com. You bade me cast 
out love from my breast as a vile thin^ 
you turned my hand to iron, and my heart 
to stone ; you told me to live for freedom 
and revenge. I have done so. But you, what 
have you done ? 

TEBA 

Let t^e lots be drawn I [comspikatou 
applaud.'l 

PBINCZPAUI. 

\AsuU.'\ Ah, the Grand Duke will come 
to the throne sooner than he expected. He 
is sure to make a good king imder my 
guidance. He is so cruel to animals* and 
never keeps his word 
882 
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MICHAEL i 

Now you are yourself at last, Vera. 

VXRA 

\_Sianding motionless in the middU.'\ The 
lots, I say, the lots 1 I am no woman now. 
My blood seems turned to gall ; my heart is 
as cold as steel ia ; my hand shall be more 
deadly. From the desert and the tomb the 
Toice of my prisoned brother cries aloud, and 
bids me stiike one blow for liberty. The lots, 
1 say, the lots 1 

PRESroENT 

Are ready. Michael, you have the right to 
draw first : you are a regicide. 

TEKA 

O God, into my hands I Into my hands 1 
[TJuy draw the lots from a bowl surmount^ 
by a skull.'] 

r&ESIDENT 

Open your lots. 

7ZRA 

[Openti^ her lot.'] The lot is mine t Sec^ 
the bloody sign upon it I Dmitri, my brother, 
you shall have your revenge now. 

888 
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ACrm. IVESIDENT 

Vera Sabouroff, you are chosen to be a 
regicide. God has been good to you. The 
dagger or the poison ? {Offers htr dagger and 
mo/.] 

TXRA 

I can trust my hand better with tiie 
dagger; it never fails. \Takes dagger."] I 
shall stab him to the heart, as he has stabbed 
me. Trutor, to leave us for a ribbon, a gaud, 
a bauble, to lie to me every day he came heare, 
to forget us in an hour. Michael was right, he 
loved me not, nor the people either. Me- 
thinks that if I was a mother and bore a man- 
child, I would poison my breast against bimt 
lest he might grow to a traitor or to a king. 
[prince PAUL whispers to the pbesident.] 

PRESIDENT 

Ay, Prince Paul, that is the best way. 
Vera, the Czar sleeps to-night in his own 
room in the north wing of the palace. Here 
is a key of the private door in the street. The 
passwords of the guards will be given to yon. 
His own servants will be drugged. You wHl 
find him alone. 
SM 
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VERA i 

It is wdL I sludl not faO. 

FSESEDZKT 

We will wait outside in the Place Saint 
Isaac, under the window. As the clock 
strikes twelve from the tower of St. Nicholas 
you will ^ve us the ngn that the dog is 
dead. 

VERA 

And what shall the ugn be ? 

PHESIDBNT 

You are to throw us out the bloody daggv . 

MICHAEI. 

Dripping with the trutor's life. 

PRESIDENT 

Else we shall know that you have been 
seized, and we will burst our way in, drag 
you from his guards. 

MICHAEL 

And kill him in the midst of them. 

FBESmBNT 

Michael, you will lead us t 
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ACrUL inCHAXL 

Ay, I shall lead you. See that your hind 
fails you not, Vera Sabouroff. 

TEBA 

Fool, Is it so hard a thing to kill om'i 
enemy t 

PSINCE FAOL 

[Aside.'\ Thb b the ninth conspiracy I luTe 
been in in Russia. They always end in i 
' voyage en Sib^ric ' for my frieotk and a new 
decoratioB for myself. 

MICHAEL 

It is jrour last conspiracy, Frinc6 

FEESIDENT 

At twelve o'clock, the bloody dagger. 

VERA 

Ay. red with the blood of that fidse heart. 
I shall not forget it {Slanding in mUdk 
«/ stage."] To strangle whatever lUture ts in 
me, neither to love nor to be loved, neither to 
pity nor to be pitied. Ay I it is an oath, in 
oath. Methinks the spirit of Charlotte ConUj 
has entered my soul now. I shall csrvc VJ 
name on the world, a&d be ranked ttuoag Vut 
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great heroines. Ay I the spirit of Charlotte AcriiL 
Corday beats in each petty vein, and nerves 
my woman's hand to strike, as I have nerved 
my woman's heart to hate. Though he laugh 
in his dreams I shall not i^lter. Though he 
sleep peacefully I shall not miss my blow. 
Be glad, my brother, in your stifled cell ; be 
glad and laugh to-night. To-night tlijs new- 
fledged Czar shall post with bloody feet to 
hell, and greet his father there I This 
Czar I O trutor, Uar, false to his oath, false 
to me ! To play the patriot among us, and 
DOW to wear a crown ; to sell us, like Judas, 
for thirty silver pieces, to betray us with a 
kiss I [With more passion.'] O Liberty, O 
mighty mother of eternal time, thy robe is 
purple Trith the blood of those who have died 
for thee I Thy throne is the Calvary of the 
people, thy crown the crown of thorns. O 
crucified mother, the despot has driven a 
nail through thy right hand, and the tyrant 
throu^ thy left I Thy feet are pierced with 
their iron. When thou wert athirst thou 
calledst on the priests for water, and they 
gave thee bitter drink. They thrust a sword 
into thy ude. They mocked thee in thine 
S87 
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ACTUi. agony of age oa age. Here, on thy altar, 
Liberty, do I dedicate myself to thy service; 
do with me as thou wilt I [BrandisAing- th 
daggtrj] The end has come now, and bj 
thy sacred wounds, O crucified mother, 
Liberty, I swear that Rusaa shall be saved I 
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ACT IV 

SCENE 

AnUtkomitr eftJu CMor'sprivaU room. Largi wMow «# 
tit baeA, with drawn curtains avtr it. 

Prtstnt. — PRINCE PETRovrrcH. baron rapp. 

KARQUIS DE POIVRARD. COUNT ROUVALOPP. 
PRINCE PETEOVITCH 

He is be^ning well, this young Czar. 

BARON RAPV 

\Shn^ his shoulders.} All young Czars do 
b^pn weU. 

COUNT ROUVALOPP 

And end badly. 

MARQUIS DE POITRARS 

Well, I have no right to complain. He 
has done me one good service* at any rate. ' 
raiNcz pETRovrrcH 

Cancelled your appointment to Archangel, 
I suppose f 
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ACT IV. XAEQUIS DE FOIVBARD 

Yes; my head wouldn't h&ve been sife 
there for an hour. 

lEnter oenebal eotzhkin.] 

BARON RAFF 

Ah I General, any more news of our 
romantic young Emperor ? 

GENERAL KOTEHKIN 

You are quite right to call him romantic 
fiaron; a week ago I found him «wnidng 
himself in a garret with a company of stroUing 
players; to-day his whim is all the convicto 
in Siberia are to be recalled, and the political 
prisoners, as he calls them, amnestied. 

PRINCE PETHOVITCH 

Political prisoners I Why, half of them an 
no better than common murderers 1 

COUNT EOUVALOPF 

And the other half much worse ? 

BARON RAFF 

Oh> you wrong them, surely, CoudL 
Wholesale trade has always been more 
respectable than retail. 

COUNT EOUVALOFF 

But he is really too romantic. He objected 
S40 
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yesterday to my having the monopoly of the activ. 
salt tax. He said the people hod a light to 
have cheap salt 

MABQUIS DE FOITBAKD 

Oh| that's nothing; but he actually dis- 
approved of a State banquet every night 
because there is a famine in the Southern 
provinces. [TAe young" czajl enters unodserved, 
and overhears the rest.'] 

FBINCZ PETEOVITCH 

Quelle bStise I The more starvation there 
is among the people the better. It teaches 
them self-denial, an excellent virtue, Bazon. 

BASON RAFF 

I have often heard so. 

QENEKiX KOTEMEIH 

He talked of a Parliament, too, in Russia, 
and siud the people should have deputies to 
represent them. 

BABON BAFF ' 

As if there was not enough brawling in the 
streets already, but we must give the people a 
room to do it in But, Messieurs, the worst 
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ACT IT. is yet to come. He threatens ■ complete 
refonn of the public service on the ground 
that the people are too heavily taxed. 

HABQUIS DE POITEARD 

He can't be serious there. What is the use 
of the people except for us to get money out 
of ? But talking of the taxes, my dear Baron, 
you must really let me have forty thousand 
roubles to-morrow ; my wife says she must 
have a new diamond bracelet. 

COUNT SOUTALOFP 

[Aside to EARON RAIT.] Ah, to match the 
one Prince Paul gave her last wedc, I 
suppose. 

FRINGE PETROVITCH 

I must have sixty thousand roubles at once, 
Baron. My son is overwhelmed with debts 
of honour which he can't pay. 

BARON RAFF 

What an excelloit son to imitate his &tbet 
so carefully 1 

GENERAL KOTEHKIN 

You are always getting money. I new 
get a single kopeck I have not got a rtglit ta 
343 
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ACT IV. 

It 's unbearable ; it *s ridiculous t My nephew 
is going to be married. I must get his dowry 
for him. 

FBINCE FETROTITCH 

My dear General, your nephew must be a 
perfect Turk. He seems to get married three 
times a week regularly. 

OXNEKAI. EOTKMKIN 

Well, he wants a dowry to console him. 

COUNT SOUTALOFF 

I am sick of town. I want a house in the 
coimtry. 

MABQUIS DE POITKARD 

I am dck of the country. I want a house 
in town. 

BAJtON BAFF 

Gentlemen, I am extremely sorry for you. 
It is out of the question. 

PBIMCE PETBOTTTCH 

But my son. Baron t 

GKNEBAL KOTEMKIN 

But my nephew ? 

KAEQUIS DE FOITBABD 

But my house in town t 
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ACT IV. COUMT BOUVALQ W 

But my bouse in the country! 

UAEQUia DE POrVBABD 

But my wife's diamond bnwelet t 

BABON BAFF 

Gentlemen, impossible ! The old r^me in 
Russia is dead ; the funeral begins to-day. 

COUNT KOnVALOFF 

Then I ^lall w^t for the resurrectioiL 

PBINCB PETROTITCH 

Yes ; but, en atteitdant, what are we to do ! 

BARON BAFF 

What have we alwa]rs done in Russia when 
* Czar su^ests reform ?— nothing. You ft>r- 
get we are diplomatists. Men of thought 
should have nothing to do with action. 
Reforms in Russia are very tragic, but they 
always end in a farce. 

COUNT BODTALOFF 

I wish Prince Paul were here. By the 
by, I think this boy is rather ungrate^ to 
him. If that clever old Prince had not pro* 
claimed him Emperor at once without g^vipg 
him time to think about it* be irould b*ve 
244 
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given up his crown, I believe to the 6nt act iv. 
cobbler he met in the street 

FEINCE PETEOTTTCH 

But do you think, Baron» that Prince Paul 
is really going T 

mASONSAFP 

He is exiled. 

PEINCB FB'rUOVITCU 

Yes ; but is he going t 

BASON BAFF 

I am sure of it ; at least he told me he bad 
sent two telegrams already to Paris about his 
dinner. 

COUNT BOtTTAIX>FF " 

Ah 1 that settles the matter. 

CZAK 

IComtHg-forwartL] Prince Paul had better 
send a third telegram and order [eountiitf 
tAem] six extra places. 

BAKON RAFF 

ThedevUt 

CZA& 

No, Baron, the Czar. Traitors! Thet* 
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VERA; 

ACT IV. would be no bad kings in the Torld if tiuR 
were no bad ministers like yoa It is mm 
such as you are who wreck mighty empires on 
the rock of their own greatness. Our mother, 
Russia, hath no need of such unnatural aaos. 
You can make no atonement now ; it u too 
late for that The grave cannot ^ve back 
your dead, nor the gibbet your martyrs, bat 
I shall be more merciful to you. I g^ve you 
your lives I That is the curse I would lay on 
you. But if there is a man of you found in 
Moscow by to-morrow night your heads will 
be off your shoulders. 

BABON BAFF 

■ You remind us wondo^uUy, Sire* of your 
Imperial father. 

CZAA 

I banish you all fivm Russia. Your estates 
are confiscated to the people. You msy 
carry your titles with you. Reforms in 
Russia, Barca, always end in a farce. Yon 
will have a good opportunity. Prince Petro- 
vitch. of practising self-denial, that excelleit 
virtue I that excellent virtue ! So, Baron, yon 
think a Parliament in Russia would be merely 
S46 
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a place for brawling. Well, I will see that act iv. 
the reports of each session are sent to you 
regularly. 

BABONRAFP 

Sire, you are adding another horror to 
exile. 

CZAB 

But you will have such time lor literature 
DOW. You forget you are diplomatists. Men 
of thought should have nothing to do with 
action. 

ntlNCE PETBOTITCH 

Sire* we did but jest: 

CZA& 

Then I banish you for your bad jokes. 
Bon voyage, Messieurs. If you value your 
lives you will catch the first train for Paris. 
[£xeufti Ministers.'] Russia is well rid of 
such men as these. They are the jackals that 
follow in the lion's track. They have no 
courage tbemselves except to pillage and rob. 
But for these men and for Prince Paul my 
&ther would have been a good king, would 
not have died so horribly as he did die. How 
«47 
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ACT IT. stnnge it b> the moft real pmrti of one*f U& 
always seem to be a dream I The ooundl, 
the fearful law which was to kill the people 
the arrest* the cry in the court-yard, the ptstol- 
shot, my Other's bloody hands, and then the 
crown 1 One can live for years someUmes 
without living at all, and then all life comes 
crowding into one single hour, I had no time 
to think. Before my father's hideous shri^ 
of death had died in my ean I found this 
crown on my head, the purple robe aiouiid 
me, and heard myself called a king. I would 
have given it up all then-; it seemed nothing 
to me then ; but now, can I give it up now T 
Well, Colonel, well? [£'»»/#r colonkl of 

THE GUARD.] 
COLONEL 

What password does your Imperial Bfajesty 
desire should he given to-night! 

CZAS 

Password? 

COLONEL 

For the cordon of guards. Sire* an night 
duty around the palace. 

24S 



b, Google 



OR. THE NIHILISTS 

cKAfc Acrr 

You can dismiss thenii I hliTc no need of 
tbenij [Exi^ colonsl.] [Gms to tht erawn 
lying on the tabie.'\ What subtle potency 
lies hidden in this gaudy bauble, the crown, 
that makes one feel like a god when one 
wears it? To hold in one's hand this little 
fiery-coloured world, to reach out one's arm 
to earth's uttWmost limit, to girdle the seas 
with one's galley ; to make the land A high- 
way for one's hosts ; this is to wear a crown 1 
to wear a crown t The meanest serf in Russia 
who is loved is better crowned than I. How 
love outweighs the balance 1 How poor 
appears the widest empire of this golden 
world when matched with love! Pent up 
in this palace, with spies dogging every step, 
I have heard nothing of her ; I have not seen . 
her once since that fearful hour, three days 
ago, when I found myself suddenly the Czar 
of this wide waste, Russia. Oh, could I see 
her for a moment ; tell her now the secret of 
m^ life I have never dared to utter before ; 
tell her why I wear this crown, when I have 
sworn eternal war against all crowned men 1 
There was a meeting to-night I reeeired 
AM 
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ACT IV. my sammons by an unknown hand ; but how 
could I go? I, who have broken my oathl 
who have broken my oath I [En^r faoe.} 

PAOB 

It is after eleven. Sire. Shall I take the 
first watch in your room to-night T 

CZAB 

Why should you watch me. boy ? Hie 
stars are my best sentinels. 

PAGE 

It was your Imperial fiither't wish. Sire, 
never to be left alone while he slept 

CZAS 

My father was troubled with bad dreams. 
Go, get to your bed, boy ; it is nigh on mid- 
night, and these late hours will spoil those 
red cheeks, [fagb tries to kiss kts Jkand.] 
Nay, nay ; we have played together too often 
for that Oh, to breathe the same air as her, 
and not to see her 1 the light seems to have 
gone from my life, the sun vanished from my 
day. 

FAOE 

Sire — Alexis — ^let me stay with you to- 
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night I There is some dangee over you; I act it. 
feel there is. 



CZAK 

What should I fear f I have banished all 
my enemies from Russia, Set the braver 
here, by me ; it is very cold, and I would sit 
by it for a time. Go, boy, go ; I have much 
to think shout to-night. [Goes to back of 
sta^^ draws aside the cHrtain. View of Moscow 
iy mooHl^ht.'\ The snow has fallen heavily 
unce sunseL How white and cold my city 
looks under this pale moon 1 And yet, what 
hot and fiery hearts beat in this icy Russia, 
for all its frost and snow. Oh, to see her for 
a moment ; to tell her all ; to tell her why 
I am a king I But she does not doubt me ; 
she said she would trust in m& Though I 
have broken my oath, she will have trust 
It is very cold. Where is my cloak ? I shall 
sleep for an hour. Then I have ordered my 
sledge, and, though I die for it, I shall see 
Vera to-night Did I not bid thee go, boy ? 
What I must I play the tyrant so soon t 
Go, go I 1 cannot live without seeing her. 
Hy horses will be here in an hour ; one hour 
Sfil 
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ACT IT. between me and love I How heavy thii 
charcoal fire smells. lExit ths faob. Im 
down OH a couck beside SraxisrJ] 

{EnUr TXBA, M a Mack cloak"] 

TE&A 

Asleep I God, thou art good I Who sluO 
deliver him firom my hands now! Thk b 
he I The democrat who would make hmudf 
a king, the republican who hath worn a crowi; 
the traitor who hath lied to ua. Michael wti 

S' ;ht He lored not the people. He lored 
e not [Bends over Asm.} Oh, why ihouM 
such deadly poison lie in such sweet lipsf 
Was there not gold enough in his hair befoi^ 
but he should tambh it with this erownt 
But my day has oome now ; the day of the 
people, of liberty, has come I Your day, vtf 
brother, has come I Though I hare straii^ 
whatever nature is in me, I did not think it 
had been so easy to kilL One blow and it ii 
over, and I can wash my hands in water 
afterwards, I can wash my hands aftenrardi 
Come, I shall save Russia, t have swoDi it 
{Raises tko dag^r U ttrii«.'\ 
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OU*. ACT IV. 

[S/arting' t^, stiees ker fy Both hands."] 
Ven. you here I My dream was no dream 
«t all. Why have you left me three days 
alone, when I most needed you? O God, 
you think I am a traitor, a Uar, a king ? I 
lun, for love of you. Vera, it was for you 
I broke my oath and wear my father's crown. 
I would lay at your feet this mighty Russia, 
which you and I have loved so well ; would 
give you this earth as your footstool ; set this 
firown on your head. The people will love 
us. We will rule them by love, as a father 
rules his children. There shall be Hberty in 
Russia for every man to think as his heart bids 
him; Uboty for men to speak as they think. 
I have banished the wolves that preyed on 
us t I have brought back your brother from 
Siberia; I have opened the blackened jaws of 
the mine. The courier is already on his way ; 
within a week Dmitri and all those with him 
will be back in their own land. The people 
shall be free — are free now When they 
g»ve me this crown first, I would have 
flung it back to them, had it not been for 
you. Vera. O Godl It is men's custom 
SS8 
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ACT IV. in Russia to bring gifts to those th^ lore. 
I said, I will bring to the wonuui I love a 
people, an empire, a world I Vera, it is for 
you, for you alone, I kept this crown ; fiv 
you alone I am a king. Oh, I have loved 
you better than my oath 1 Why will you - 
not speak to me 1 You love me not I Yon 
love me not I You have come to warn me 
of some plot against my life. What is UA 
worth to me without yout [conspi&atou 
murmur ouisidtS^ 

TZEA 

Oh. lost) lortl lotti 

czAm 

Nay, you are safe here. It wants five hooD 
still of dawn. To-morrow, I will lead yoa 
forth to the whole people—— 



To>morn>w 1 

CZAK 

Will crown you with my own hands as 
Empress in that great cathedral which my 
fitthers built 
254 
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TZKA. Acrnr. 

{Likistns her hands vioUnily from Aim, and 
starts ufi.'] I am a Nihilist! I cannot wear 
a crown I 

CZAS. 

IFalis at her fui^ I am no king now. I 
am only a boy who has loved you better than 
his honour, better than his oath. For love of 
the people I would have been a patriot. For 
lore c& you I have been a traitor. Let ui 
go forth together, we will live amongst the 
common people. I am no king. I vriU toil 
for you like the peasant or the serf. Oh, 
love me a little too I (conspibatobs nmrmH/r 
etttsidt,'} 

TZBA 

IC/tt/cAit^ dagg$r.'\ To strangle whater^ 
nature is in me, neither to love nor to be 

loved, ndther to pity nor Oh, I am a 

woman I God help me, I am a woman 1 O 
Alexis 1 I too have broken my oath ; I am 
a traitor. I love. Oh, do not speak, do not 
speak — {Kiss$s Ass Upsy-Uxe first, the last 
time. [JJT* cUaps her m his arpts; tk^ sii mi 
the ctmck tog*tkerS\ 
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kCfrvr. czAB 

I could die now. 

TEKA 

What does death do in thy lips ? Thy lUe, 
thy love are enemies of death. Speak cot 
of death. Not yet, not yet 

C2AK 

I know not why death came into my heart. 
Perchance the cup of life is filled too fiill of 
pleasure to endure. This is our wedding 
ni|^t. 

TERA 

Our wedding ni^tl 

CZAB 

And if death came himself, methinks that 
I could kiss his pdlid mouth, and suck sweet 
poison from it 

TERA 

Our wedding night 1 Nay, nay. Death 
should not sit at the feast There is no sucb 
thing as death. 

CCAK 

There shall not be for us. [coksmbatou 
murmur outside.'] 
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TERA ACT IV. 

What is that? Did you not hear some- 
?? 



CZAK 

Only your voice, that fowler's note which 
Inres my heart away like a poor bird upon 
the limed twig. 

VXBA 

Methought that some one laughed. 

CZAB 

It was but the wind and rain ; the night is 
full of storm, [conspikatobs murmur out- 
side.-] 

VZEA 

It should be so, indeed. Oh, where are 
your guards t where are your guards ? 

CSEAB 

Where should they be but at home! I 
shall not live pent round by sword and steeL 
The love of a people is a king's best body- 
guard. 

VZKA 

The love of a people 1 
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ACT IT. CZAB 

Sweet, you are safe here. Nothing can 
harm you here. O love, I knew you trusted 
me I You said you would hare trust 

TEBA 

I have had trust O love, the past scans 
but some dull, grey dream from which our 
souls have wakened. This is life at last 

CZAB 

Ay, life at last 

TEBA 

Our wedding night t Oh, let me drink n^ 
fill of love to-night I Nay, sweet, not yet, 
not yet How still it is, and yet methinks 
the air is full of music. It is some night- 
ingale who, wearying of the south* has come 
to sing in this bleak north to lovers such as 
we. It is the nightingale. Dost thou not 
hear itf 

CZAB 

O sweet, mine ears are clogged to all 

■weet sounds save thine own voice, and mine 

eyes blinded to all sights but thee, else had 

I heard that nightingale and seen the goldoi- 
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vestured morning sun itself steal from its act it. 
sombre east before its time, for jealousy that 
thou art twice as fair. 

VERA 

Yet would that thou hadst beard the night- 
ingale. Methinks that bird will never sing 
again. 

CZAB 

It is no nightingale. Tis love himself 
singing for very ecstasy of joy that thou art 
changed into his votaress. ICloei begins 
striking twe/ve.'] Oh, listen, sweet, it is the 
lover's hour. Come, let us stand without, 
and bear tlie midnight answered from tower 
to tower over the wide white town. Our 
wedding night I What is that? What is 
that ? [Louti murmurs of CONSFUIATOBS itt 
iJke street.} 

vnu. 

[Brtaks from him andrusAts across the stage.'] 
The wedding guests are here already 1 Ay I 
you shall have your sign 1 IStais herself^ 
You shall have your sign I \Rushes to tke 
mnttdow.^ 
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VERA; 

ACT IV. CZAS 

[InUrct^ts ktr by mikimg between her ami 
window, and snatches dagger out of her hami.'] 
Veral 



iCiinging to iuM.] Give me back the 
dagger I Give me back the dagger 1 There 
are men in the street who seek your lifel 
Your guards have betrayed you I This bloody 
dagger is the signal that you are dead 
[CONSPIBATOIU begin to shout below in the 
street.'] Oh, there is not a moment to be 
lost I Throw it out I Throw it outl No- 
thing can save me now; this dagger is 
poisoned 1 I feel death already in my heart 
There was no other way but this. 

CZAK 

[ffo/ding (digger out of her reath.] Deatii 
is in my heart too ; we shall die together I 



Oh, lore I lovel lore I be merciful to mel 
The wolves are hot upon you I — ^you muat live 
for libcr^, for Russia, for me 1 Oh, you do 
not love met You offered me an empire 
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once I GiT« me this dagger* now I Oh, you Acrr 
are cruel I My life for yours I What does it 
matter ? {Loud skoui in tJu street, * Vera/ 
Vera/ To the rescu* / Ta tAe rwctu / '] 

CZAB. 

The bitterness ct death is past for me. 

VXKA 

Oh, they are hrea^g in helowl Seel 
The bloody man behind you I [czab turns 
round for am imtaiU^ Ah I [vera, snatches 
dagger and flings U ont e/wmdowJ] 

CON8PZKATOS8 

[BeJowJ} Long live the people! 

CZAK 

What liATe you done ? 



I have saved Russia I {DiesJ} 
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SALOMfi 

TBAN8LATED FBOM THE FBENCH OF OSCAB WILDE 

BY 
LOBD ATT^K" DOUGLAS 
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THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY 

HEROD ANTIPAS, Tetrarch of Judiea. 

JOKANAAN, the Prophet. 

THE YODNQ SYMAK, Caplaiu of the Guard. 

TIGELLINUS, s Young Roman. 

A CAPPADOCIAN. 

A NUBIAN. 

FIRST SOLDIER. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

THE PAGE OP HERODIAS. 

JEWS, NAZARENES, ETC. 

A SLAVE. 

NAAMAN, the Executioner. 

HERODIAS, Wife of the Tetrarch. 
SALOME, Daughter of Herodiax. 
THE SLAVES OF SALOME. 
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SCENE 

{_A great terrace in the Palaee of hesod, »et aboee the havr- 
qtutiag-haU, Some aoldiert are leaning over tha balcotif/. 
To th€ right there U a gigantic ttcUrcaee, to the left, at the 
back, an old cittern lurrounded by a xotdl of green bronze. 
The moon is shining very brightly.^ 

THE YOUNG BTAUN 

How beautiful is the Princess Salom^ to<nightI 

THE FAOE OF HERODIAS 

Xiook at the mocm. How strange the moon seems 1 
She is like a woman rising from a tontJ). She is Uke 
a dead woman. One might fancy she was looking 
for dead things. 

THE YOXTNO 8YEIAN 

She has a strange look. She is like a little princess 
who wears a yellow veil, and whose feet are of silver. 
She is Uke a princess who has little white doves for 
feet. One might fancy she was dancing. 

THE PAGE OF HEKODIAS 

She is like a woman who is dead. She moves very 
slowly. 

INoise in the bangueting-hali'] 

5 



b, Google 



SALOMfi 

PIBST SOUJIEE 

.What an uproar 1 Who are those wild beasts howl- 
ing? 

SECOND 80LDIES 

The Jews. They are always like that They are 
disputing about their religion. 

FIBST SOLDIES 

Why do they dispute about their religion? 

SECOND 80LDIEB 

I cannot teU. They are always doing it The 
Pharisees, for instance, say that there are angels, and 
the Sadducees declare that angels do not exist 

FJBST SOLDIEK 

I think it is ridiculous to dispute about sudi things. 

THE YOUNG SYRIAN 

How beautiful is the Princess Salome to-nightl 

THE FAOE OF HEBODIAS 

You are always looking at her. You look at her 
too much. It is dangerous to look at people in sudi 
fashion. Something terrible may happen. 

THE YOUNG SYEIAN 

She is very beautiful to-night. 

FIE8T SOLDIER 

The Tetrarch has a sombre aspect. 
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SECOND SOLDIER 

Yes; he has a sombre aspect 

FIBST 80LDIEB 

He is looking at something. 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

He is looking at some one. 



At whom is he looking? 

SECOND SOU>IEB 

I cannot tell. 

THE YOUNG STEIAN 

How pale the Princess is I Never have I seen her 
so pale. She is like the shadow of a white rose in a 
mirror of silver. 

^HE FAQE OF HERODIAS 

,You must not look at her. You look too much at 
tier. 

FIB8T SOLDIER 

Herodias has filled the cup of the Tetrarch. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

Is that the Queen Herodias, she who wears a black 
mitre sewed with pearls, and whose hair is powdered 
with blue dust? 
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SAIX)M£ 

FIRST 80IJ>IEK 

Yes; that is Herodias, the Tetrardi's wife. 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

The Tetrarch is very fond of wine. He has wine 
of three sorts. One which is hrought from the Island 
of Samothrace, and is purple like the cloak of Caesar. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

I have never seen Caesar. 

aCCOND SOLDIER 

Another that comes from a town eaUed Cyprus, 
and is as yellow as gold. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

I love gold. 

SECOND SOIOIEE 

And the third is a wine of Sicily. That wine is 
as red as blood. 

THE IIUBIAN 

The gods of my country are very fond. Twice 
in the year we sacrifice to them youn j^ men and maid- 
ens; fiftv young men and a hundred mudens. But 
I am afraid that we never give them quite enough, 
for they are very harsh to us. 

THE CAPFADOCIAX 

In my country there are no gods left. The Bo- 
mans have driven them out. There are some who 

a 
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say th^t they have hidden themselves in the moun- 
tains, but I do not believe it. Three nights I have 
been on the mountains seeking them everywhere. I 
did not find them. And at last I called them by their 
names, and they did not come. I think they are dead. 

mtST SOLDIEa 

The Jews worship a God that one cannot see. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

I cannot understand that 

FmST SOLDIEB 

In fact, they only believe in things that one can- 
not see. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

That seems to me altogether ridiculous. 

THE TOICE OF JOKANAAN 

After me shall come another mightier than I. I 
am not worthy so much as to unloose the latchet of 
bis shoes. When he cometh, the solitary places shall 
be glfid. They shall blossom like the rose. The eyes 
of the blind shall see the day, and the ears of the deaf 
shall be opened. The suckling child shall put his 
hand upon the dragon's lair, he shall lead the Uons by 
their manes. 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

Make him be silent. He is always saying ridicu- 
lous things. 

9 
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FIRST SOLDIER 

No, no. He is a holy man. He is very f^enUe, 
too. Every day, when I give him to eat he thanks 
me. 

THE CAFFADOCIAN 

Who is he? 

FIKST SOLDIEE 

A prophet, 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

What is his name? 

FIEST SOtDIEE 

Jokanaan. 

THE CAPPADOCIAK 

Whence comes he? 

FntST SOUIIEE 

From the desert where he fed (m locusts and wild 
honey. He was clothed in camel's hair, and round 
his loins he had a leathern belt. He was very terrible 
to look upon. A great multitude used to foUow him. 
He even had disciples. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

What is he talking of? 

FIB8T SOLDIEE 

We can never tell. Sometimes he says things Hiat 
affright one, but it is impossible to understand what 
he says. 
10 
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SALUM£ 

THE CAFFASOCIAN 

Hay one see him? 

FIBST BOLDIEB 

No. The Tetrarch has forbidden it. 

THE YOUNO 8YBIAN 

The Princess lias hidden her face behind her fani 
Her little white hands are fluttering like doves that 
fly to their dove-cots. They are like white butter- 
flies. They are just like white butterflies. 

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS 

What is that to you? Why do you look at her? 
You must not look at her. . . . Something ter- 
rible may happen. 

THE CAPpADOciAN [Pointing to the cistern] 
What a strange prison! 

8EC0MI) SOLDIEB 

It is an old cistern. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

An old cistern I That must be a poisonous place 
in which to dwell 1 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

Oh no I For instance, the Tetrareb's brother, his 
elder brother, the flrst husband of Herodias the 
Queen, was imprisoned there for twelve years. It 
did not kill him. At the end of the twelve yews he 
had to be strangled. 

11 
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THE CAPPADOCIAS 

Strangled? Who dared to do that? 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

IPointing to the Executioner, a huge Negro] 
That man yonder, Naaman. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

He was not afraid? 

SECOND SOLDIEE 

Oh, no! The Tetrardi sent him the ring. 

THE CAPPAItOCIAN 

What ring? 

SECOND SOLOIEK 

The death-ring. So he was not afraid. 

THE CAPPADOCIAN 

Yet it is a terrible thing to strangle a king. 

FIBsr SOLDIER 

Why? Kings have but one neck, like other folk. 

THE CAPPADOCIAW 

I think it terrible. 
THE YODNG STBUN 

The Princess is getting upl She is leaving the 
table I She looks very troubled. Ah, she is craning 
this way. Yes, she is coming towards us. How pale 
she is! Never have I seen her so pale* 
12 
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THE PAOE OF HEIIODIAS 

I pray you not to look at her. 

THE YOUNG STmAN 

She is like a dove that has strayed. . . . She 
is like a narcissus trembling in the wind. . . . 
She is like a silver flower. 

[Enter salqme.] 

SALOM^I 

I will not stay. I cannot stay. Why does the 
Tetrarch look at me all the while with his mole's eyes 
under his shaking eyelids? It is strange that the hus- 
band of my mother looks at me like that. I know 
not what it means. Of a truth I know it too well- 

THE TOITNO 8YEIAN 

,You have left the feast. Princess? 

SALOSCi 

How sweet is the air herel I can breathe here I 
Within there are Jews from Jerusalem who are tear- 
ing each other in pieces over their foolish ceremonies, 
and barbarians who drink and drink, and spill their 
wine on the pavement, and Greeks from Smyrna 
with painted eyes and painted cheeks, and frizzed hair 
curled in colmnns, and Egyptians silent and subtle, 
with long nails of jade and russet cloaks, and Ro- 
mans brutal and coarse, with their uncouth jargon. 
Ah I how I loathe the Romans 1 They are rough and 
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common, and tiiey give themselves the urs of noUe 
lords. 

THE TOUNQ SYBIAN 

Will you be seated. Princess? 

THE PAGE OF HEBODZAS 

Why do you speak to her? Oh I somettiingf terri- 
ble will happen. Why do you look at her? 

SALOU^ 

How good to see the mooni She is like a little 
piece of money, a httle silver flower. She is oold and 
chaste. I am sure she is a virgin. Yes, she is a vir- 
gin. She has never defiled herself. She has nerer 
abandoned herself to men^ like the other goddesses. 

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN 

Behold 1 the Lord hath come. The son of man is 
at hand. The centaurs have hidden themselves in 
the rivers, and the nymphs have left the rivers, and 
are lying beneath the leaves of the forest. 

SALo&d: 
Who was that who cried out? 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

The prophet. Princess. 

saix)m£ 

Ah, the prophet I He of whom the Tetraidi is 
afraid? 
14 
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SECOND 80LDIEB 

We know nothing of that. Princess. It was the 
prophet Jokanaan who cried out 

THE YOUNG SYRIAN 

Is it your pleasure that I bid them bring your litter. 
Princess? The night is fair in the garden. 

salom:^ 

He says terrible things about my moUier, does he 
not? 

SECOND SOLDIER 

We never understand what he says, Princess. 

SALOM^ 

Yes; he says terrible things about her. 
lEnter a Sltwe.'] 

THE SIATS 

Princess, the Tetrarch prays you to return to the 
feast 

THE YOUNG SYRIAN 

Pardon me, Princess, but if you return not scMne 
misfortune may happen. 

Is he an old man, this prophet? 

THE YOUNG SYRIAN 

Princess, it were better to return. Suffer me to 
lead you in. 
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This prophet . . . is he ui oldjnan? 

FIB8T SOLDIEB 

No, Princess, he is quite young. 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

One cannot be sure. There are those who say he 
is Elias. 

8AL0H& 

Who is Elias? 
SECOND SOU>IEB 

A prophet of this country in bygone days, Frinoess. 

THE SLAVE 

What answer may I give the Tetrarch ifrom the 
Princess? 

TBE VOICE OF JOKANAAN 

Rejoice not, O land of Palestine, because the rod 
of him who smote thee is broken. For from the seed 
of the serpent shall come a basilisk, and that which 
ia bom of it shall devour the birds. 

SALOMi: 

What a strange voice I I would speaJc witii him. 

FIBST SOLDIEB 

I fear it may not be. Princess. The Tetrardi does 
not suffer any one to speak with him. He has even 
forbidden the high priest to speak with him. 
16 



b, Google 



salom£ 

I desire to speak with him. 

FIRST 80LDIEK 

It is impossible, Princess. 

SALOME 

I will speak with him. 

THE YOUNG 8YBIAN 

Would it not be better to return to the banquet? 
Bring forth this prophet. [Eait the tlave.'] 

mST SOUIIEB 

.We dare not, Princess. 

SAiOM^ [Approaching the cistern and looking doven 
into it} 
How black it is, down there I It must be terribk 
to be in so black a hole I It is like a tomb. . . . 
[To the »ol^er».'\ Did you not hear me? Bring out 
the prophet I would look on him. 

SECOND SOLOIEE 

Princess, I beg you do not require this of us. 

BALOUA 

You are making me wut npoa your pleasure. 

naST SOLDIEE 

Princess, our lives belong to you, but we cannot do 
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what you have asked of us. And indeed, it is not of 
us that you should ask tliis thin^. 

SAix)MB [^Looking at the yotmg Syrian} 
Ahl 

THE FAOE OF EEEODIAS 

OhI what is going to happen? I am sure that 
something terrible mil happen. 

SALOM^ [Going up to the yowng Syrian] 

Thou wilt do this thing for me, wilt thou not, N&r- 
raboth? Thou wilt do this tiling for me. I hare 
ever been kind towards thee. Thou wilt do it for me. 
I would but look at him, this strange prophet. Men 
have talked so much of him. Often I have heard the 
Tetrarch talk of him. I think he is afraid of him, 
the Tetrarch. Art thou> evea thou, also afraid of 
him, Narraboth? 

THE TOUlf G SraiAN 

I fear him not. Princess; there is no man I fear. 
But the Tetrarch has formally forbidden that any 
man should raise the cover of this well. 

8alom£ 

Thou wilt do tlus thing for me, Narraboth, aod 
to-morrow when I pass in my litter beneath the gate- 
way of iiie idol-sellers I will let fall for thee a little 
flower, a httle green flower. 
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THE YOUNG BTEIAN 

Princess, I cannot, I cannot. 

SALOM^ {^Smiling] 

Thou wilt do this thing for me, Narrahoth. Thou 
knowest that thou wilt do this thing for me. And on 
the morrow when I pass in my litter by the bridge i>f 
the idol-buyers, I will look at thee through the mushn 
veils, I will look at thee, Narraboth, it may be I will 
smUe at thee. Look at me, l<farraboth, look at me. 
Ahl thou knowest that thou wilt do what I ask of 
thee. Thou knowest it. ... I know that thou 
wilt do this thing. 
THE YOUNG SYEiAN {Signing to the third Boldier"] 

Let the prophet come forth. . . . The Prin- 
cess Salome desires to see him. 
8Alom£ 

Ah\ 

THE PAGE OF HEBODIAS 

Oh I How strange the moon looks. Like the 
hand of a dead woman who is seeking to cover herself 
with a shroud. 

THE YOUNG SYEIAN 

She has a strange aspect! She is like a little 
princess, whose eyes are eyes of amber. Through the 
clouds of mushn she is smiling like a little princess. 

[The prophet comes out of the astern. SALOMi: 
looks at him and steps slowly backJ] 
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JOEANAAX 

Where is he whose cup of abominations i« now full! 
Where is he, who in a robe of silver shall one day die 
in the face of all the people? Bid him come fcfftht 
that he may hear the Toice of him who hath died in 
the waste places and in the houses of kings. 

SALOM& 

Of whom is fae speaking? 

THE rOUNQ BVBIAH 

No one can tell. Princess. 

JOKANAAN 

Where is she who saw the images of men painted 
on the walls, even the images of the Chaldeans painted , 
with colours, and gave herself up unto the lust of her 
eyes, and sent ambassadors into the land of Chaldet! 

SALOM^ 

It is of my mother that he is speaking? 

THE YOUNG SYBIAN i 

Oh, no. Princess. 

SALOMi: I 

Yes; it is of my mother that he is speaking. 

JOEANAAN 

Where is she who gave herself unto the Captaim , 
of Assyria, who have baldricks on their loins, and | 
crowns of many colours on their beads? W1k9x ii 
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she who hath given herself to the young men of the 
Egyptians, who are clothed in fine £nen and hyacinth, 
whose shields are of gold, whose hehneta are of silver, 
whose bodies are mighty? Go, bid her rise up from 
the bed of her abominations, from the bed of her in- 
<£stuousness, that she may hear the words of him who 
prepareth the way of the Lord, that she may repent 
her of her iniquities. Though she will not repent, 
but will stick fast in her abominations; go, bid her 
came, for the fan of the Lord is in His hand. 

Ah, but he is terrihle, he is terrible I 

THE TOimO STEIAN 

Do not stay here, Princess, I beseech you. 

BALOMl^ 

It is his eyes above all that are terrible. They are 
like black holes burned by torches in a tapestry of 
Tyre. They are Uke the black caverns of Egypt in 
whidi the (Wagons make their lairs. They are like 
black lakes troubled by fantastic moons. . . . 
Do you think he will speak again? 

THE TOTJKG SYRIAN 

Do not stay here. Princess. I pray you do not 
stay here. 

8alom£ 
How wasted he is I He is like a thin ivory statue. 
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He is like an image of silver. I am sure he is chsste 
as the moon is. He is like a moonbeam, like a shaft 
of silver. I would look doset at him. I must look 
at him closer. 

THE TOUHO SYBIAX 

Princess I Princess I 

JOKANAAN 

Who is this woman who is lookinj^ at me? I will 
not have her look at me. Wherefore doth she look at 
me with her golden eyes, under her gilded eyelids. I 
know not who she is. I do not desire to know who she 
is. Bid her begone. It is not to her that I would 
speak. 

salom£ 

I am Salome, daughter of Horodias, Princess of 
Judsa. 

JOKANAAN 

Backt daughter of Babylon 1 Come not near tbe 
chosen of the Lord. Thy mother hath filled the earth 
with the wine of her iniquities, and the cry of her an- 
ning hath come up even to the ears of Grod. 
SAixmt 

Speak again, Jokanaan. Thy voice is as music to 
mine ear. 

THE YOUNG BTSIAN 

Princess 1 Princess ! Princess I 
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SALOME 

Speak again I Speak again, Jokanaan, and tell me 
what I must do. 

JOEANAAN 

Daughter of Sodom, come not near me I But 
cover tiiy face with a veil, and scatter ashes upon 
thine head, and get thee to tiie desert and seek out 
the Son of Man. 

SALOME 

Who is he, the Son of Man? Is he as beautiful as 
thou art, Jokanaan? 

JOSAMAAN 

Get thee behind me I I hear in the palace the beat- 
ing of the wings of the angel of death. 

THE YOUNG 8YAIAN 

Princess, I beseech thee to go within. 

JOKANAAN 

Angel of the Lord GJod, what dost thou here with 
thy sword? Whom seekest thou in this palace? The 
day of him who shall die in a robe of silver has not 
yet come. 

SALOM^ 

Jokanaan I 

JOKANAAN 

Who speaketh? 
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SALOME 

I am amorous of thy body, Jokaoaanl Thy bodv 
is white like the lilies of a field that the mower hatii 
never mowed. Thy body is white like the snows thai 
lie on the mountains of Judasa, and OHne down into 
the valleys. The roses in the garden of the Queen 
of Arabia are not so white as thy body. Neither the 
roses of the garden of the Queen of Arabia, the gar 
den of spices of the Queen of Arabia, nor the feet 
of the dawn when they lieht on the leaves, nor the 
breast of the moon when she lies on the breast of the 
sea. . . . There is nothing in the world so white 
as thy body. Suffer me to touch thy body. 

JOKANAAN 

Back! daughter of Babylonl By woman came eril 
into the world. Speak not to me. I will not listen 
to thee. I listen but to the voice of the Lord God. 

8alom:e 

Thy body is hideous. It is like the body of a leper. 
It is like a plastered wall where vipers have ewwled-, 
like a plastered wall where the scorpions have aade 
their nest. It is like a whitened sepulchre full of 
loathsome things. It is horrible, thy body is horrible. 
It is thy hair that I am enamoured of, JokwiMn. 
Thy hair is like clusters of grapes, like the clusten 
of black grapes that hang from the vine-trees of 
Edom in ^e land of the Edomites. Thy hair is like 
the cedars of Lebanon, like the great cedars of Leb- 
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anon that give their shade to the Uons and to the rob- 
bers who would hide them by day. The long black 
nights, when the moon hides her face> when the stars 
are afraid, are not so black a^ thy hair. The silence 
that dwelLs in the forest is not so black. There is 
nothing in the world that is so black as thy hair. 
. . . Suffer me to touch thy hair. 

JOKASAAS 

Back, daughter of Sodom I Touch me not. Pro- 
fane not the temple of the Lord God. 

HAtXYMTV. 

Thy hair is horrible. It is covered with mire and 
dust. It is Uke a knot of serpents coiled round thy 
neck. I love not thy hair. ... It is thy mouth 
that I desire, Jokanaan. Thy mouth is like a band 
of scarlet on a tower of ivory. It is like a pome- 
granate cut in twain with a knife of ivory. The 
pomegranate-flowers that blossom in the gardens of 
Tyre, and are redder than roses, are not so red. The 
red blasts of trumpets that herald the approach of 
kings, and make afraid the enemy, are not so red. 
Thy mouth is redder than the feet of the doves who 
inhabit the temples and are fed by the priests. It 
is redder than the feet of him who cometh from a 
forest where he hath slain a lion, and seen gilded 
tigers. Thy mouth is Uke a branch of coral that 
fishers have found in the twilight of the sea, the coral 
that they keep for the kings I ... It is like the 
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vermilion that the Moabites find in the mines of Moab, 
the vemiilion that the kin^ take from them. It is 
like the bow of the Kin;; of the Persians, that is 
painted with vermilion, and is tipped with coral 
There is nothing in the world so red as thy mouth. 
. . . Suffer me to kiss thy mouth. 

JOKANAAN 

Never I daughter of Babylon 1 Daughter of 
Sodom I Never. 

SALOME 

I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan. I will kiss thy 
mouth. 

THE YOUNG 8YBIAN 

Princess, Princess, thou who art like a garden of 
myrrh, thou who art the dove of all doves, look not 
at this man, look not at him I Do not speak sudi 
words to him. I cannot endure it , . . Prin- 
cess, do not speak these things. 

BALoad: 

I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan. 

THE TOXJNG 8TEIAN 

Ah I IHe kills himself and fdUs beteoeen SALOHi 

and JOKANAAN.] 

THE PAGE OF HEBODIAS 

The young Syrian has slain himself 1 The younif 
captain has ^ain himself I He has slain himself who 



b, Google 



SALOMfi 

was my friend I I gave him a little box of perfumes 
and ear-rings wrou^t in silver, and now he has killed 
himself I Ah, did he not say that some misfortune 
would happen? I too said it, and it has come to 
pass. WeU I knew that the mooa was seeking ^ 
dead thing, but I knew not that it was he whom 
she sought. Ah I why did I not hide him from the 
moon? If I had hidden him in a cavern she would 
not have seen him. 

FIBST 80LDIES 

Princess, the young captain has just slain himself. 

SALOM^ 

Suffer me to kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan. 

JOKANAAN 

Art thou not afraid, daughter of Herodias? Did 
I not tell thee that I had heard in the palace the beat- 
ing of the wings of the angel of death, and hath he 
not come, the angel of death? 

SAJLOM^ 

Suffer me to kiss thy mouth. 

JOKANAAN 

Daughter of adultery, there Is but one who can 
save thee, it is He of whom I spake. Go seek Him. 
He is in a boat on the sea of Galilee, and He talketh 
with His disciples. Kneel down on the shore of the 
sea, and call unto Him by His name. When He 
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Cometh to thee (and to all who call oa Him He 
Cometh), bow thyself at His feet and ask of Him 
the remissiona of thy sins. 

SALOMt 

Suffer me to kiss thy mouth. 

JOKANAAN 

Cursed be thout daughter of an incestuous motiier, 
be thou accursed 1 

8AL0m£ 

I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaau. 

JOEANAAN 

I will not look at thee, thou art accursed, Salome, 
thou art accursed. [He goes down into the cUtem.] 

SALOMi: 

I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan; I will kiss thy 
moutL 

FIBST SOLDIEB 

We must bear away the body to another place. 
The Tetrarch does not care to see dead bodies, save the 
bodies of those whom he himself has slain. 

THE PAGE at HERODIAS 

He was my brother, and nearer to me than s 

brother. I (jave him a little box full of perfumes, 

and a ring of agate that he wore always on his band. 

In the evening we were wont to walk by the river, 
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and among the almond trees, and he used to tell me of 
tiie things of his country. He spake ever very low. 
The Bomid of his voice was like the sound of the 
flute, of one who playeth upon the flute. Also h? 
had mudi joy to gaze at himself in the river. I used 
to reproach him for that. 

SECOND SOIJ>I£B 

You are right; we must hide the body. The Te- 
trarch must not see it. 

FIBSt SOU)t£B 

The Tetrarch will not come to this place. He 
never comes on the terrace. He is too mu^ afraid 
of the prophet, 

[Enter herod, hekomas, and all the Cottrt.] 

HEROD 

Where Is Salome? Where is the Princess? Why 
did she not return to the banquet as I commanded 
her? Ahl there she isl 

HKSODIAS 

You must not look at her I You are always look- 
ing at her! 



The moon has a strange look to-night. Has she 
not a strange look? She is like a mad woman who 
is seeking everywhere for lovers. She is naked too. 
She is quite baked. The clouds are seeking to clothe 
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her nakedness, but she will not let them. She shows 
herself naked in the sky. She reels through the clouds 
like a drunken woman. ... I am sure she is 
looking for lovers. Does she not reel like a druDkcn 
woman? She is like a mad woman^ is she not? 

HKB0DIA8 

No; the moon is like the moon, that is alL Let us 
go within. . . . We have nothing to do hera 

HEKOD 

I will stay herel Manasseh, lay carpets there. 
Light torches, bring forth the ivory table, and the 
tables of jasper. The air here is sweet. I will drink 
more wine with my guests. We must show all hon- 
ours to the ambassadors of Csesar. 

HERODIAS 

It is not because of them that you remain. 

HEBOD 

Yes; the air is very sweet. Come, Herodias, our 
guests await us. Ah! I have shppedl I have slipped 
in blood I It is an ill omen. Wherefore is there 
blood here? . . . and this body, what does this 
body here? Think you I am like tiie King of Egypt, 
who gives no feast to his guests but that he awws 
them a corpse? Whose is it? I will not look cmi it. 

FIBST 80LDIES 

It is our captun, sire. He is the young Symn 
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whom you made captain of the guard but three days 

gone. 



I issued no order that he should be slain. 

SECOND SOLDIER 

He slew himself, sire. 



For what reason? I had made him captain of my 
guard. 

SECOND 80U)IEB 

We do not know, sire. But with his own hand he 
slew himself. 



That seems strange to me. I had thought it was 
but the Roman philosophers who slew thonselves. Is 
it not true, Tigellinus, that the philosophers at Rome 

slay themselves? 

TiQEixmus 

There be some who slay themselves, sire. They 
are the Stoics, The Stoics are people of no cultiva- 
tion. They are ridiculous people. I mjnself regard 
them as bemg perfectly ridiculous. 



I also. It is ridiculous to kill oneself. 
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TI0BLLIMU8 

everybody at Rome laughs at them. The Em- 
peror has written a satire against them. It is redted 
everywhere, 

HEBOD 

Ah I he has written a satire affainst them? Ccwt 
is wonderful. He can do everytiiing. ... It is 
strange that the young Syrian has slain himself. 1 
am sorry lie has slain himself. I am very sorry; for 
he was fair to look upon. He was even very fair. 
He had very languorous eyes. I remember tiiat 1 
saw that he looked languorously at Salom£. Truly, 
I thought he looked too much at her. 

HESODIAS 

There are others who look too much at her. 



His father was a king. I drove hina from his IdM- , 
dom. And of his mother, who was a queen, you vaak \ 
a slave — Herodias. So he was here as my guest, as 
it were, and for that reason I made him my captain. 
I am sorry he is dead. Hoi why have you lefttbe ! 
body here! I will not look at it — away with itl 
{They take away ike body.} It is cold here. There i 
is a wind blowing. la there not a wind blowing? i 



No; there Is no wind. 
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H£EOD 

I tell you there is a wind that blows. . . . And 
I hear in the air something that is like the beating 
of wings, like the beating of yast wings. Do you 
not hear it? 



I hear nothing. 

HEROD 

I hear it no Jonger. But I heard it It was the 
blowing of the wind. It has passed away. But no, 
I hear it again. Do you not hear it? It is just Kke 
the beating of wings. 

HESODIAS 

I tell you there is nothing. You are ill. Let us 
go within. 



I am not ill. It is your daughter who is sick to 
death. Never have I seen her so pale. 

HEBODZAfi 

I have told you not to look at her. 

HEfiOD 

Pour me forth wine. {Wine is brought."] Salom6, 
come drink a little wine with me. I have here a wine 
that is exquisite. Cssar himself sent it me. Dip 
into it thy little red lips, that I may drain the cup. 
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8AL0m£ 

I am not tfairstf, TetrarcL 

HEBOD 

You hear how she answers mev this daughter of 
yours' 

HERODIAB 

She does right. Why are you always gazing at 
her? 

HEfiOD , 

Bring me ripe fruits. IFrvits are brought.] 
Salom^, come and eat fruits with me. I love to see 
in a fruit the mark of thy little teeth. Bite but i 
little of this fruit that I may eat what is left. 

SALOM& 

I am not himgry, Tetrarch. 

HEBOD [^TO HEBODIAS] 

You see how you have brought up this daughter 
of yours. 

HEEODIAS 

My daughter and I come of a royal race. As for 
thee, thy father was a camel driver I He was a thief 
and a robber to boot I 

HEEOD 

Thou liestl 
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HERODIAS 

iThou knowest well that it is tru& 



Salom^, come and sit next to me. I will give thee 
the throne of thy mother. 

aALOM£ 

I am not tired, Tetrareh. 



Tou see in what regard she holds you. 

HEEOD 

Bring me — ^what is it that I desire? I forget 
Ah! ahl I remember. 

THE TOICE OF JOEANAAN 

Behold the time is come I That which I foretold 
has come to pass. The day that I spoke of is at 
hand. 

HEBODIAS 

Bid him be silent. I will not listen to hia Toice. 
This man is for ever hurling insults against me. 



He has said nothing against you. Besides, he is 
a very great prophet. 



I do not believe in prophets. Can a man tell what 
will come to pass? N~o man knows it. Also he is 
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for ever insulting me. But I think you are afraid 
of him. ... I know well that you are afraid 
of him. 



I am not afraid of blm. I am afraid of no man. 

HER0DIA8 

I tell you, you are afraid of him. If you are not 
afraid of lum why do you not deliver him to the 
Jews who for these six mcmths past have been clam- 
ouring for him? 

A JEW 

Truly, my lord, it were better to deliver him into 
our hands. 



Enough on this subject. I have already giroi you 
my answer. I will not deliver him into your hands. 
He is a holy man. He is a man who has seen God. 

A JEW 

That cannot be. There is no man who hath seen 
God since the prophet Elias. He is the last man wbo 
saw God face to face. In these days God dotb not 
show Himself. God hideth Himself. Therefore 
great evils have come upon the land. 

ANOTHER JEW 

Verily, no man knoweth if Elias the prophet ^ 
S6 
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indeed see God. Peradventure it was but the shadow 
of God that he saw. 

A THIRD JEW 

God ia at no time hidden. He showeth Himself at 
all times and in all places. God is in what is evil 
even as He is in what is good. 

A POXTBTH JKW 

Thou shouldst not say that. It is a very danger- 
ous doctrine. It is a doctrine that cometh from Alex- 
andria, where men teach the philosophy of the Greeks. 
And the Greeks are Gentiles. They are not even cir- 
cumcised. 

A FIFTH JEW 

No one can tell how God worketh. His ways are 
very dark. It may be that the things which we call 
evil are good, and that the things which we call good 
are evil. There is no knowledge of any thing. We 
can but bow our heads to His will, for God is very 
strong. He breaketh in pieces the strong together 
with the weak, for He regardeth not any man. 

MHST JEW 

Thou speaketh truly. Verily God is terrible. He 
breaketh in pieces the strong and the weak as a man 
breaks com in a mortar. But as for man, be hath 
never seoi God. No man hath seen God since the 
prophet Blias. 
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HZBODIAS 

Make them be silent They weary me. 



But I have heard it said that Jokaoaan is in very 
truth your prophet Elias. 

THE JEW 

That cannot be. It is more than tiuee hundred 
years since the days of the prophet Elias. 



There be some who say that this man is £Iias the 
prophet. 

A NAZABENE 

I am sure that he is Elias the prophet. 

THE JEW 

Nay, but he is not Elias the prophet 

THE VOICE OF JOEANAAK 

Behold the day is at hand, the day of the Lord, 
and I hear upon the mountains the feet of Him who 
shall be the Saviour of the world. 

HEBOD 

What does that mean? The Saviour of the world! 

TIOELLINUS 

n is a title that Ctesar adopts. 
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HEROD 

But Ctesar is not coming into Judaea. Only yes- 
terday I received letters from Rome. They con- 
tained nothing concerning this matter. And you, 
TigeUinus, who were at Rome during the winter, you 
beard nothing concerning this matter, did you? 

TIGELLINtrS 

Sire, I heard nothing concerning the matter. I 
was explaining the title. It is one of Caesar's titles. 



But Ciesar cannot come. He is too gouty. They 
say that his feet are like the feet of an elephant. 
Also there are reasons of State. He who leaves Rome 
loses Rome. He will not come. Howbeit, Ctesar is 
lord, he will come if such be his pleasure. Never- 
theless, I think he wiU not come. 

FIBST NA2ABENE 

It was not ctmceming Ctesar that the prophet spake 
these words, sire. 

HEROD 

How? — it was not concerning Caesar? 

FIRST NAZABENE 

No, my lord. 

HEHOD 

— Concerning whom then did he speak? 
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FIB8T NAZABENE 

Concerning The Messiah niio has come 

A JEW 

The Messiah hath not come. 

FIBST NAZAEENE 

He hath come, and everywhere He worketh nur- 
acles. 

HERODIAS 

Ho I hot nuradesl I do not believe in miracles. 
I have seen too many. [To the Page.^ My fan. 

FIRST NAZABENE 

This man worketh true miracles. Thus, at a mar- 
riage which took place in a little town of Galilee, a 
town of some importance* He changed water into 
wine. Certain persons who were present related it 
to me. Also He healed two lepers that were seated 
before the Gate of Cax)emaum simply by toudiing 
them. 

SECOND NAZAKENE 

Nay, it was blind men that He healed at Caper- 
naum. 

FIBST NAZABENE 

Nay; they were lepers. But He hath healed blind 
people also, and He was seen on a mountain talking 
with angels. 
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a sadducee 
Angels do not exist. 

A PHARISEE 

Angels exist, but I do not believe tiiat this Man 
has t^ed with them. 

FIKST NAZASENE 

He was seen by a great multitude of people talk- 
ing with angels. 

HEB0DIA8 

How these men weary me! They are ridiculous I 
[To the Page.} Well! my fani [The Page gives 
her the fan.} You have a dreamer's look; you must 
not dream. It is only sick people who dream. [She 
strikes the Page with her fan.} 

SECOND NAZABENE 

There is also the miracle of the daughter of Jainis. 

FIBST NAZASENE 

Yea, that is sure. No man can gainsay it. 



These men are mad. They have looked too long 
on the moon. Command them to be silent. 

HESOD 

What is this miracle of the daughter of Jairus? 

FmST NAZABENE 

The daughter of Jairus was dead. This Man 
raised her from the dead. 
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Howl He raises people from the dead? 

FUST MAZAHENS 

Yea, sire, He raiseth the dead. 



I do not wish Him to do that I forbid Him to 
do that. I suffer no man to raise the dead. This 
Man must be foimd and told that I forbid Him 
to raise the dead. Where is this Man at present! 

SECOND NAZiJtENE 

He is in every plac^ my lord, but it is bard to find 
Him. 

FIB8T NAZABENE 

It is said that He is now in Samuia. 

A JEW 

It is easy to see that this is not the MessiiJi, if 
He is in Samaria. It is not to the Samaritans that 
The Messiah shall come. The Samaritans are ac- 
cursed. They bring no offerings to the Temple. 

SECOND NAZABENE 

He left Samaria a few days nnce. I think that 
at the present moment He is in the ndg^bouriiood 
of Jerusalem. 

FIBST NAZABENE 

No; He is not there. I have just come fr«n Jeni- 
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salem. For two months they have had no tidings of 
Him. 

HEBOD 

No matter! But let them find Him, and tell Him> 
thus saith Herod the King, "I -will not suffer Tl^ee 
to raise the dead I" To change water into wine, to 
heal the lepers and the blind. . . . He may do 
these things if He will. I say nothing against these 
things. In truth I hold it a kindly deed to heal a 
leper. But no man shall raise the dead. It would 
be terrible if the dead came back. 

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN 

Ah I the wanton one I The harlot I Ah ! the daugh- 
ter of Babylon with her golden eyes and her gilded 
eyelids I Thus saith the Lord God, Let there come 
up against her a multitude of men. Let the people 
t^e stones and stone her. . . . 



Command him to be silent. 

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN 

Let the captains of the hosts pierce her with their 
swords, let them crush her beneath their shields. 



Nay, but it is infamous. 

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN 

It is thus that I will wipe out all wickedness from 
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tlie earth, and that all women shall leam not to imi- 
tate her abominations. 



You hear what he says against me? ,You suffer 
him to revile her who is your wife? 

HEKOD 

He did not speak your name. 

HEBODIAS 

What does that matter? You know well that it is 
I whom he seeks to revile. And I am your wife, am 
I not? 



Of a truth, dear and noble Herodias, you are my 
wife, and before that you were the wife of my brother. 

HERODIAS 

It was thou didst snatch me from bis arms. 



Of a truth I was stronger than he was. . . . 
But let us not talk of that matter. I do not desire 
to talk of it. It is the cause of the terrible words 
that the prophet has spoken. Peradventure on ac- 
count of it a misfortune wiU come. Let us not speak 
of this matter. Noble Herodias, we are not mindful 
of our guests. Fill thou my cup, my well-beloved. 
Ho! fill with wine the great goblets of silver, and the 
great goblets of glass. I willdrinktoCssar. There 
tae Romans here, we must drink to Cssar. 
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Cffisarl Cassarl 



Do you not see your daughter, how pale she is? 

SERODIAS 

What is that to you if she be pale or not? 

BKROD 

Never have I seen her so pale. 

HERODIAS 

You must not look at her. 

THE VOICE or JOKANAAN 

In that day the sun shall become black like sack- 
cloth of hair, and the moon shall become hke blood, 
and the stars of the heaven shall fall upon the earth 
like unripe figs that fall from the fig-tree, and the 
kings of the earth shall be afraid. 

HEBODIAS 

Ahl Ah! I should like to see that day of which 
be speaks, when the moon shall become hke blood, 
and when the stars shall fall upon the earth like un- 
ripe figs. This prophet talks like a drunken man 
. . . but I cannot suffer tlie sound of his voice. 
I hate his voice. Command him to be silent. 

HEEOD 

I wiU not. I cannot understand what it is that 
he saith, but it may be an omen. 
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HEE0DIA8 

I do not believe in omens. He speaks 
drunken nmp. 

HEHOD 

It may be he is drunk with the wine of God. \ 

HEEODIAS 

What wine is that, the wine of GU>d? From i 
vineyards is it gathered? In what wine-press 1 
one find it? 

HESOD {From this point he looks aU the «oAj 
SalomS'] 

TigeUinus, when you were at Rome of late, c 
Emperor speak with you on the subject of 

TIGELLINITS 

On what subject, my Lord? 



On what subject? Ahl I asked you a qm . 

did I not? I have forgotten what I would hxn 
asked you. 



You are looking again at my daughter. You naut 
not look at her. I have already said so. 



i 



You say nothing else. 
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I say it again. 



And that restoration of the Temple about which 
they have talked so much, will anything be done? 
They say the veil of the sanctuary has disappeared, 
do tiiey not? 



It was thyself didst steal it. Thou speakest at ran- 
dom and without wit. I will not stay here. Let us 
go within. 



Dance for me, Salom^ 



I will not have her dance. 

SALOM^ 

I have no desire to dance, Tetrarch. 



Salom6, daughter of Herodias> dance for me. 

SEBODIAB 

Peace I let her alone. 



I command thee to dance, Salom^. 
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I will not dance, Tetrarch. 

HEBODiAS ILaughing'] 
You aee how she oo^s you. 



What is it to me whether she dance or not? It 
is naught to me. To-night I am happy, I am exceed- 
ing happy. Never have I heen so happy. 

FIB8T BOIJ>IER 

The Tetrarch has a sombre look. Has he not a 

sombre look? 

SECOND SOLDIEB 

Yes, he has a sombre look. 



Wherefore should I not be happy? Cssar» who 
is lord of the world, Ctesar, who is lord of all things, 
loves me well. He has just sent me most predoiu 
gifts. Also he has promised me to summon to Rome 
the King of Cappadocia, who is my enemy. It may 
be that at Home he will crucify him, for he is able 
to do all things that he has a mind to. Verily, Cssar 
is lord. Therefore I do well to be happy. There 
is nothing in the world that can mar my happiness. 

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN 

He shall be seated on this throne. He shall be 
clothed in scarlet and piu-ple. In his hand he shall 
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bear a f^lden cup full of his blasphemies. 'And the 
angel of the Lord shall smite him. He shall be eaten 
of worms. 



You hear what he says about you. He says that 
you will be eaten of wonns. 



It is not of me that he speaks. He speaks never 
against me. It is of the Kinfi^ of Cappadocia that 
he speaks; the King of Cappadocia who is mine en- 
emy. It is he who shall be eaten of worms. It is 
not I. Never has he spoken word against me, this 
prophet, save that I sinned in taking to wife the wife 
of my brother. It may foe be is right. For, of a 
truth, you are sterile. 



I am stoile, I? You say that, you that are ever 
looking at my daughter, you that would have her 
dance for your pleasure? You speak as a fool. I 
have borne a diild. You have gotten no diild, no, 
not on one of your slaves. It is you who are sterile, 
not I. 



Peace, woman 1 I say that you are sterile. You 
have borne me no child, and the prophet says that our 
marriage is not a true marriage. He says that it is 
a marriage of incest, a marriage that will bring 

49 



b, Google 



SAL.OM& 

evils. ... I fear he is rij^t; I am sure that he 
is right. I would be happy at this. Of a tniUi, I 
am happy. Oliere is natiiing I lack. 

HEBODIAS 

I am glad you are of so fair a humour tcMugfat 
It is not your custom. But it is late. Let us go 
within. Do not forget that we hunt at sunrise. AH 
honours must be shown to Cesar's ambassadors, must 
they not? 

SECOND BOLDIEK 

The Tetrarch has a sombre look. 

FIBST SOLDIER 

Yes, he has a sombre look. 



Salom^, Salom^, dance for me. I pray thee dance 
for me. I am sad to-night. Yes; I am passing sad 
to-night. When I came hither I slipped in blood, 
which is an evil omen ; also I heard in the air a beating 
of wings, a beating of giant wings. I cannot teU 
what they mean. ... I am sad to-night. There- 
fore dance for me. Dance for me, Sfd(mie, I be- 
seech thee. If thou dancest for me thou mayest ask 
of me what thou wilt, and I will give it thee, even 
unto the half of my kingdtnn. 
SALOAi^ [Rieingl 

Will you indeed give me whatsoever I shall ask of 
thee, Tetrarchf 
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Do not dance, my daughter. 



Whatsoever thou shalt ask of me, even unto the 
half of my kingdom. 

SALOME 

You swear it, Tetrarch? 



I swear it, Salom^ 

HESODIAS 

Do not dance, my daughter. 

saix>m:^ 

By what will you swear this thing, Tetrarch? 



By my life, by my crown, by my gods. Whatso- 
ever thou shalt desire I will give it tibee, even to the 
half of my kingdom, if thou wilt but dance for me. 
O Salome, Salome, dance for me I 

8AL0M& 

You have sworn an oath, Tetrardi. 



I have sworn an oath, 

HEKODIAS 

My daughter, do not dance. 
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HEROD 

Even to the half of my kingdtan. Thou wilt be 
passing fair as a queen, Salom^ if it please Utee to 
ask for the half of my kingdom. Will she not be 
fair as a queen? Ahl it is cold heret There is an 
icy wind, and I hear . . . wherefore do I hear 
in the air tiiis beating of wings? Ah! one mi^ 
fancy a huge black bird that hovers over the terrace. 
Why can I not see it, this bird? The beat of its wings 
is terrible. The breath of the wind of its wings is 
terrible. It is a chill wind. Nay, but it is not cold, 
it is hot. I am choking. Pour water on my hands. 
Give me snow to eat. Loosen my mantle. Quick I 
quick I loosen my mantle. Nay, but leave it. It is 
my garland that hurts me, my garland of roses. The 
flowers are like fire. They have burned my forehead. 
[He tears the wreath from his head and throtos it on 
the table.} Ahl I can breathe now. How red those 
petals are I They are like stains of blood on the cloth. 
That does not matter. It is not wise to find symbcds 
in everything that one sees. It makes life too full 
of terrors. It were better to say that stains of blood 
are as lovely as rose petals. It were better far to say 
that. . . . But we will not speak of this. Now 
I am happy. I am passing happy. Have I not the 
right to be happy? Your daughter is going to danoe 
for me. Wilt thou not dance for me, Salome? Thoa 
hast promised to dance for me. 
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BKBODLU 

I will not have her dance. 

SALOM& 

I will dance for you, Tetrai'ch. 

HEROD 

You hear what your daughter says. She is going 
to dance for me. Thou doest well to dance for me, 
Salome. And when thou hast danced for me, forget 
not to ask of me whatsoever thou hast a mind to ask. 
Whatsoever thou shalt desire I will give it thee> even 
to the hidf of my kUigdom. I have sworn it, have 
I not? 

SALOME 

Thou hast sworn it, Tetrarch. 

HSftOD 

And I have never broken my word- I am not of 
those who break their oaths. I know not how to lie. 
I am the slave of my word, and my word is the word 
of a king. The King of Cappadocia had ever a lying 
tongue, but he is tio true king. He is a coward. 
Also he owes me money that he will not repay. He 
has even insulted my ambassadors. He has spoken 
words that wete wounding. But Caesar will crucify 
him when he comes to Rome. I know that Ciesar wiU 
crucify him. And if he crucify him not, yet will 
he die, being eaten of worms. The prophet has 
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prophesied it. [Weill wherefore dost tbou tany, 
Salome! 



I am waiting mitil my slaves bring perfumes to 
me and the seven veils, and take from off my feet my 
sandals. {Slave* bring perfumes and the seven vtSt, 
and take off; the sanchh of saix)me.] 



Ah, thou art to dimce with miked feet. Tis wdll 
'Tis well. Thy little feet will be like white dores. 
They will be Hke little white flowers that daoce upra 
the trees. . . . No, no, she is going to dance «i 
blood. There is blood spilt on the gromid. Sheimist 
not dance on blood. It were an evil (»nen. 

HEBODIAS 

What is it to thee if she dance on blood? Tbou hast 
waded deep enough in it. . . . 



What is it to me? Ahl look at the moonl Sbe 
has become red. She has become red as blood. Abl 
the prophet prophesied truly. He prophesied that 
the moon woidd become as blood. Did he not propfa- 
esy it? All of ye heard him prophesying it And 
now the mocm has become as blood. Do ye not see it? 

HERODIAS 

Oh, yes, I see it well, and tiie stars are falling like 
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unripe figs, are tbey not? and the sun is becoming 
black like sackcloth of hair, and the kings of the 
earth are afraid. That at least one can see. The 
prophet is justified of his words in that at least, for 
truly the kings of the earth are afraid. . . . Let 
us go within. You are sick. They will say at Home 
Uiat you are mad. Let us go within, I tell you. 

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN 

Who is this who cometh from £dom, who is this 
who cometh from Bozra, whose raiment is dyed with 
purple, who shineth in the beauty of his garments, 
who walketh mighty in his greatness? Wherefore is 
thy raiment stained with scarlet? 

HERODIAS 

Let us go witiiin. The voice of that man maddens 
me, I will not have my daughter dance while he is 
continually crying out. I will not have her dance 
while you look at her in this fashion. In a word, I 
will not have her dance. 



Do not rise, my wife, my queen, it will avail thee 
nothing;;. I will not go within till she hath danced. 
Dance, Salom^, dance for me. 



Do not dance, my daughter. 
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I am ready, Tetrarch. 

[sALO&di dances ike dance of the seven veUs."} 

HEROD 

Ah I wonderful I wonderful! You see that ahe hu 
danced for me, your daughter. Come near, Salcon^ 
come near, that I may give thee thy fee. Ah I I pay 
a royal price to those who dance for my pleasure. 
I will pay thee royally. I will give thee whatsoever 
thy soul desireth. What wouldst thou have! Speak. 

SALOM^ [Kneeling'] 

I would that they presently bring me in a silver 
charger . . . 

HE»OD iLaughingl 

In a silver charger? Surely yes, in » silver charger. 
She is charming, is she not? What is it thou wouldst 
have in a silver charger, O sweet and fair Salome, 
thou art fairer than all the daughters of Judseal 
What wouldst thou have them bring thee in a silver 
charger? Tell me. Whatsoever it may be, thou 
shalt receive it. My treasures belong to thee. What 
is it that thou wouldst have, Salome? 

SALOsd; lEising^ 
The head of Jokanaan. 

HER0DIA8 

Ah I that is well said, my daughter. 
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No, no I 



HEEODIAS 

That is well said, my daughter. 

HEEOD 

No, no, Salome. It is not that thou desirest. Do 
not listen to thy mother's voice. She is ever giving 
thee evil counseL Do not heed her. 

8AL0m£ 

It is not my mother's voice that I heed. It is for 
mine own pleasure that I ask the head of Jokanaan 
in a silver charger. You have sworn an oath, Herod, 
Forget not that you have sworn an oath. 

HEEOD 

I know it. I have sworn an oath hy my gods. I 
know it weU. But I pray thee, Salom^, ask of me 
something else. Ask of me the half of my kingdom, 
and I will give it thee. But ask not of me what thy 
lips have asked. 

SALOM^ 

I ask of you the head of Jokanaan. 



No, no, I will not ^ve it thee. ' 

SALOM^ 

You have sworn an oath, Herod. 
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HEXODIAS 

Yes, you have sworn an oath. Everybody faesid 
you. You swore it before everybody. 



Peace, womaiil It is not to you I speak. 

HEBODIAS 

My daughter has done well to ask the head of 
Jokanaan. He has covered me with insults. He has 
said unspeakable thin;^ against me. One can see 
that she loves her mother welL Do not yield, my 
daughter. He has sworn an oath* he has sworn an 
oath. 



Feacel Spei^ not to mel . . . Sahnn^ I 
pray thee be not stubborn. I have ever been kind 
toward thee. I have ever loved thee. ... It 
may be that I have loved thee too much. There- 
fore ask not this thing of me. This is a terrible thing, 
an awful thing to ask of me. Surely, I think Ihm 
art jesting. The head of a man that is cut' from bis 
body is ill to look upon, is it not? It is not meet that 
the eyes of a virgin should look upon such a thing. 
What pleasure couldst thou have in it? There is no 
pleasure that thou couldst have in it. No, no, it is not 
that thou desirest. Hearken to me. I have an em- 
erald, a great emerald, thou canst see that which 
passeth afar off. Cresar himself carries sudi an em- 
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endd when he goes to the circus. But my emer^d 
is the larger. I know well that it is the larger. It 
is the largest emerald in the whole world. Thou wilt 
take that, wilt thou not? A^k it of me^ and I will 
give it thee. 

SALOHi 

I demand the head of Jokanaan. 



Thou art not listening. Thou art not listening. 
Suffer me to speak, Salom^. 

8alom£ 
The head of Jokanaan. 



No, no, thou wouldst not have that. Thou sayest 
that but to trouble me, because I have looked at thee 
and ceased not this night. It is true, I have looked 
at thee and ceased not this night. Thy beauty has 
troubled me. Thy beauty has grievously troubled 
me, and I have looked at tiiee over-much. Nay, but 
I will look at thee no more. One should not look at 
anything. Neither at things, nor at people should 
erne look. Only in mirrors is it well to look, for mir- 
rors do but show us masks. Oh I oh I bring wine I I 
thirst. . . . Salom^, Salome, let us be as friends. 
Bethink thee. . . . Ah I what would I say ? 
What was't? Ahl I remember iti . . . Salome 
^nay but come nearer to me; I fear thou wilt not 

50 



b, Google 



SALOM& 

Hear my words — Salome, thou knowest my white pe»> 
cocksi my beautiful white peacocks, that walk in the 
garden between the myrtles and the tall cypress trees. 
Their beaks are jfUded with gold and the grains that 
they eat are smeared with gold, and their feet are 
stained with purple. When they cry out the rain 
comes, and the moon shows herself in the heavens 
when they spread their tails. Two by two they walk 
between the cypress trees and the black myrtles, and 
each has a slave to tend it. Sometimes they fly across 
the trees, and anon they crouch in the grass, and 
round the pools of the water. There are not in all 
the world birds so wonderful. I know that C«esar 
himself has no birds so fair as my birds. I will ^ve 
thee fifty of my peacocks. They will follow thee 
whithersoever imm goest, and in the midst of them 
thou wilt be like mito the moon in the midst of a great 
white cloud. ... I will give them to thee aO. 
I have but a hundred, and in the whole world there 
is no king who has peacocks like unto my peacocks. 
But I will give them all to thee. Only thou must 
loose me from my oath, and must not ask of me 
that which thy lips have asked of me. {_He emptia 
the cup of wine.'] 
balom£ 
Give me the head of Jokanaan. 

HERODIA9 

Well said, my daughter I As for you, you are 
ridiculous with your peacocks, 
60 



b, Google 



salom:^ 

HEROD 

Ah! thou art not listening to me. Be calm. As 
for me, am I not calm? I am altogether calm. 
Listen. I have jewels hidden in this place — ^jewels 
that thy mother even has never seen; jewels that are 
marvellous to look at I hare a collar of pearls, set 
in four rows. They are like imto moons chained with 
rays of silver. They are even as half a hundred moons 
caught in a golden net. On the ivory breast of a 
queen they have rested. Thou shalt be as fair as a 
queen when thou wearest them. I have amethysts of 
two kinds, one that is black like wine, and one that 
is red like wine that one has coloured with water. 
I have topazes, yellow as are the eyes of tigers, and 
topazes that are pink as the eyes of a wood-pigeon, 
and green topazes that are as the eyes of cats. I 
have opals that burn always, with a flame that is cold 
as ice, opals that make sad men's minds, and are afraid 
of the shadows. I have onyxes like the eyeballs of 
a dead wranan. I have moonstones that change when 
the moon changes, and are wan when they see the sun. 
I have sappliires big like eggs, and as blue as blue 
flowers. Ilie sea wanders within them and the moon 
comes never to trouble the blue of their waves. I 
have chrysolites and beryls and chrysoprases and ru- 
bies. I have sardonyx and hyacinth stones, and stones 
of chalcedony, and I will give them all unto thee, all, 
and other things will I add to them. The King of 
the Indies has but even now sent me four fans ^sh- 
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ioned from the feathera of parrots, and the Emg of 
Numidia a garment of ostrich feathers. I have « 
crystal, into whidi it is not lawful for a wcxnan to 
look, nor may young men behold it until they hare 
been beaten wi^ rods. In a coffer of nacre I have 
three wondrous turquoises. He who wears them on 
his forehead can imagine things whidi are not, and 
he who carries them in his hand can turn the fruitful 
woman into a woman that is barren. These are great 
treasures abore all price. But this is not alL Iji an 
ebcmy coffer I hare two cups, amber, that are like 
apples of pure gold. If an enemy pmir poisrai into 
these cups they become like apples of silver. In a 
coffer incrusted with amber I hare sandals incrusted 
with glass. I hare mantles that have been brou^ 
from the land of the Seres, and bracelets decked about 
with carbuncles and with jade that come frcHn the 
city of Euphrates. . . . What desirest thou 
more than this, Salom^I Tell me the thing that thou 
desirest, and I wiU ^re it thee. All that thou askest 
I will give thee, save one thing only. I will give 
thee all that is mine, save only the head of one man. 
I will give thee the mantle of the hi£^ priest. I 
will give thee the vol of the sanctuary. 

THE JEWS 

Ohlohl 

salom:^ 
Give me the head of Jokanaan. 
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SALOMB 

HEROD [^tnA:in^ back in hig aeat^ 

Let her be given what she askst Of a truth she 
is her mother's duldl [The first Soldier approaches. 
HERODiAs dratvt from the hand of the Tetrarch the 
ring of death, and gives it to the Soldier, who straight- 
waff bears it to thi Executioner, The Executioner 
looks scared.'] Who has taken my ring? There was 
a ring (m my right hand. Who has drunk my wine? 
There was wine in my cup. It was full of wine. 
Someone has drunk itl Ohl surely s(»ne evil will 
befall some one. IThe Executioner goes down into 
the cistem.'] Ahl Wherefore did I give my oath? 
Hereafter, let no king swear an oath. If he keep 
it not, it is terrible, and if be keep it, it is terrible also. 

HEBODIA8 

My daughter has dcme welL 



I am sure that some misfortune will happen. 

SALOM^ IShe leans over the cistern and listens] 

There is no sound. I hear nothing. Why does 
he not cry out, this man? Ahl if any man sought 
to kill me, I w(xild cry out, I would struggle, I would 
not suffer. . . . Strike, strike, Naaman, strike, 
I tell you. . . . No, I hear nothing. There is 
a silence, a terrible silence. Ahl something has fallen 
upon the ground. I heard something fall. He is 
afraid, this dare. He is a coward, this slave I Let 
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soldiers be sent. [She aeet the Page of H£R0diab mi 
addreues him.'] Come thither, thou wert the friend 
of htm who is dead, wert thou not! Well, t tell tbe^ 
there are not dead men enough. Go to tiie soldiers 
and bid them go down and bring me tbe thing I ask, 
the thing the I'etrarch has promised me, the thing 
that is mine. [Th^ Pag6 recoilt. She turns to tM 
goldiers.] Hither, ye soldiers. Get ye down into 
this cistern and bring me the head of this man. Te* 
trarch, tetrarch, coimoand your soldiers that they 
bring fae the head of Jokanaan. [A huge black arm, 
the arm of the Executioner, comes forth from the 
astern, bearing on a silver shield the head of 

JOEAKAAiN. SALOMi: SCtZeS it HEBOD MdcS htS foCC 

mtk his cloak, heoodias smiles and fans herself. 
The Nazarenes fall on their knees and begin to pray.] 
Ah I thou wouldst not suflFer me to kiss thy mouth, 
Jokanaan. Well, I wUl kiss it now. I will bite it 
with my teeth as one bites a ripe fruit Yes, I will ' 
kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan. I said it; did I not say 
it? I said it. Ah 1 1 will kiss it now. . , . 'But, 
wherefore dost thou not look at me, Jokanaan? Thine 
eyes that were so terrible, so full of rage and scorn, 
are shut now. Wherefore are they shut? Open thine 
eyesi Lift up thine eyehds, JokanaanI Wherefore 
dost thou not look at me? Art l^ou afraid of me, 
Jokanaan, that thou wilt not look at me? . . . 
And thy tongue, that was like a red snake darting 
64 
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SALOlCfi 

pbison, it moves no more, it speaks no words, Joka- 
naan, that scarlet viper that spat its venom upon me. 
It is strange, is it not? How is it that the red viper 
stirs no longer? . . . Thou wouldst have none 
of me, Jokanaan. Thou rejectedst me. Thou didst 
speak evil words against me. Thou didst bear thyself 
toward me as to a harlot, as to a woman that is a 
wanton, to me, Salwne, daughter of Herodias, Prin- 
cess of Judsea! Well, I stiU live, but thou art dead, 
and thy head belongs to me. I can do with it what 
I will. I can throw it to the dogs and to the birds 
of the air. That which the dogs leave, the birds of 
the air shall devour. . . . Ah, Jokanaan, thou 
wert the man that I loved alone among men. All 
other men were hateful to me. But thou wert beau- 
tifull Thy body was a column of ivory set upon 
feet of silver. It was a garden full of doves and 
lilies of silver. It was a tower of silver decked with 
shields of ivory. There was nothing in the world 
so white as thy body. There was nothing in the 
world so black as thy hair. In the whole world there 
was nothing so red as thy mouth. Thy voice was a 
censer that scattered strange perfumes, and when I 
looked on thee I heard a strange music. Ah I where- 
fore didst thou not look at me, Jokanaan? With the 
cloak of thine hands and with the cloak of thy blas- 
phemies thou didst hide thy face. Thou dic^t put 
upon thine eyes the covering of him who would see 
hu God. Well, thou hast seen tiiy God, Jokanaan, 
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but me, me, thou didst never see. If thou hadst seen 
me thou hadst loved me. I saw thee, and I loved thee. 
Oh, how I loved theel I love thee yet, Jokanaan, I 
love only thee. ... I am athirst for thy beaufy; 
I am hungry for thy body; and neither wine nor 
apples can appease my desire. What shall I do now, 
Jokanaan? Neither the floods nor the ^eat waters 
can quench my passion. I was a princess, and tboo 
didst scorn me. I was a virgin, and thou didst take 
my virginity from me. I was chaste, and thou didst 
fill my veins witib fire. . . . Ah I ahl Therefore 
didst thou not look at me? If thou hadst looked at 
me thou hadst loved me. Well I know that thou 
wouldst have loved me, and the mystery of love is 
greater than the mystery of death. 



She is monstrous, thy daughter, I tell thee she is 
monstrous. In truth, what she has done is a great 
crime. I am sure that it is. A crime against some 
unknown God. 



HERODIAS 

I am well pleased with my dauj^iter. She has 
done well. And I would stay here now. 

Herod [Biaing'} 

Ahl There speaks my brother's wife! Ccmael I 
wUl not stay in this place. Come, I tell thee. Surely- 
some terrible thing will befall. Manassdi, Issadar, 
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Zias, put out the torches. I will not look at things, 
I will not suffer things to look at me. Put out ^ 
tordbesi Hide the moon! Hide the starsl X^ us 
hide ourselves in our palace, Herodias. I hegin to 
he afraid. 

[The dave» put out the ta-ckeg. The stars disap- 
pear. A great cloud crosses the moon and conceal* 
xt completely. The stage becomes quite dark. The 
Tetrarch begins to cUmb the staireate.1 

THE VOICE OF SALOM^ 

Ahl I have kissed thy mouth, Joktuiaan, I have 
kissed thy mouth. There was a hitter taste on my 
lips. Was it the taste of blood? . . . Nay; but 
perchance it was tiie taste of love. . . . They 
say that love hath a bitter taste. . . . But what 
matter? what matter? I have kissed thy mouth. 

HEBOD [Turning rownd and seeing saldm^I 

Kill tiiat woman! 

[The soldiers rush forward and crush beneath their 
shields SALOM^j daughter of hebodias. Princess of 
Judda.J 

CUBTAIN 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

6UIDO BARDI, a Florentine Prince. 
SIMONE, a Merchant. 
BIANCA, hia Wife. 
MARIA, a Tire-Toman. 
Th* action takes placs at Flormet. 
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A FLORENTINE TRAGEDY 
Head. 

[The icene repreientt a tapeatried upper room gvang on to 
a balcony or loggia m» an old houte at Florence, A table laid 
for a frugal meal, a tpinning-whe^, dittaff, etc., ehetts, chain 
and eto(^.'\ 

At the Curtain Ritei Enter B'vmca, te^h her Servant, Maria, 

MABIA 

Certain and sure, the spri^ is Guido Bardi, 
A lovely lord, a lord whose blood is bluel 

BIANCA 

But where did he receive -^ou? 



Where, but there 
In yonder palace, in a painted hall! — 
Painted with naked women on the walls, — 
Would make a common man or blush or smile 
But he seemed not to heed them, being a lord. 

BIANCA 

But how know you 'tis not a chambo'layne, 
A lackey mereqr? 

1 
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A¥hy, how know I there is a Grod in heaven? 
Because the anj^Is have a master surely. 
So to this lord tiiey bowed, all others bowed. 
And swept the marble flags, doffing their caps, 
With the gay plumes. Because he stiffly said. 
And seemed to see me as those folk are seen 
That will be never seen again by you, 
"Woman, your mistress then returns this purse 
Of forty thousand crowns, is it fifty thousand? 
Come name the sum will buy me grace of her." 

BIANCA 

What, 

MABIA 



What, were there forty thousand crowns thereinl 

MABIA 

I know it was all gold; heavy with gold. 

BIANCA 

It must be he, none else could give so mudi. 

MARIA 

'Tis he, 'tis my lord Guido, Guido BardL 

BIANCA 

What siud youl 

MABtA 

I, I sfud my mistress never 
Looked at the gold, never opened the purse. 
Never counted a coin. But asked again 
2 
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A FLORENTINE TRAGEDY 

What she had asked before, "How young you looked? 
How handsome your lordship looked? What doublet 
Your majesty had on? What chains, what hose 
Upon your revered legs?" And curtseyed I, . . . 

BIANCA 

What said he? 



Curtseyed I, and he replied, 
"Has she a lover then beside that old 
Soured husband or is it him she loves, my God! 
Is it him?" 

BIANCA 

WeU? 



Curtseyed I low and said 
"Not Imn, my lord, nor you, nor no man else. 
Thou art rich, my lord, and honoured, my lord, and 

she 
Though not so rich is honoured ..." 

BIANCA 

Fool, you fool, 
I never bid you say 'a word of that. 

MASIA 

Nor did I say a word of that: you said, 
I said, "She Joves him not, my lord, nor loves 
Any man else. Yet she might hke to love, 

8 
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If she were loved by one who pleased her well; 
For she is weary of spinning long alone. 
She is not rich and yet she is not poor; but young 
She is, my lord, and you are young. 

{Pauses smiUng.) 

BIANCA 

jQuick, quickl 

MABIA 

There, there I 'Twas but to show you how I smiled 
Saying the lord was young. It took him too; 
For he said, "This will do I If I should call 
To-night to pay respect unto your lovely — 
Our lovely mistress, tell her that I said. 
Our lovely mistress, shall I be received?" 
And I said, "Yes." "Then say I come and if 
AH else is well let her throw down some favooT, 
When as I pass below." He should be therel 
IxKik from the balcony; he should be there! — 
And there he is, dost see? 

BIANCA 

ScHne favour. Yes. 
This ribbon weighted by this brooch will do, 
Maria, be you busy near within, but, till 
I call t^e care you enter not Go down 
And let the young lord in, for hark, he knocks. 

{Exit Maria.] 
Great ladies might he dioose from and yet he 
4 
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Is drawn ... ah, there my fear is I Was he 

drawn 
By love to me — ^by love's young straigth alone? 
That's where it is, if I were sure he loved, 
I then might do what greater dames have done 
And venge me on a husband blind to beauty. 
But if I Ah if I he is a wandering bee. 
Mere gallant taster, who befools poor flowers . . . 

IMaria opens the door for Guido Bardi, and then 

•mthdrawsJ] 
My lord, I leam that we have something here, 
In this poor house, which thou dost wish to buy. 
My husband is from home, but my poor fate 
Has made me perfect in the price of velvets. 
Of silks and gay brocades. I think you offered 
Some forty thousand crowns, or fifty thousand. 
For something we have here? And it must be 
That wonder of the loom, which my Simone 
Has lately home; it is a Lucca dunask. 
The web is silver over-wrought with roses. 
Since you did offer fifty thousand crowns 
It must be that. Pray wait for I will fetdi it. 

githk) 

Nay, nay, thou gracious wonder of a loom 
More cunning far than those of Lucca, I 
Had in my thought no damask silver cloth 
By hunch-back weavers woven toilsomely. 
If such are priced at fifty thousand crowns 
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It shames me, for I hoped to buy a fabric 
For which a hundred thousand then were littl& 

BIAKCA 

A hundred thousand was it that you said? 
. Nay, poor Simone for so great a sum 
Would sell you everytliing the bouse ccmttuns. 
The thought of such a sum doth daze the brains 
Of merchant folk who live sacb lives as ours. 

GUIDO 

Would he sell everything this house contains? 
And everyone, would he sell everyone? 

BIANCA 

Oh, everything and everyone, my lord. 
Unless it were himself; he values not 
A woman as a velvet, or a wife 
At half the price of silver-threaded woof. 

GUIDO 

Then I would strike a bargain with him straight 

BIANCA 

He is from home; may be will sleep from borne; 
But I, my lord, can show you all we have; 
Can measure eUs and sum their price, my lord. 

GUIDO 

It is thyself, Bianca, I would buy. 
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BIANCA 

O, then, my lord, it must be with Simone 
You strike your bargain; for to sell myself 
Would be to do what I most truly loathe. 
Good-night, my lord; it is with deep regret 
I find myself unable to oblige 
Your lordship. 

oumo 

,Jf ay, I pray thee let me stay 
And pardon me the sorry part I played, 
As though I were a chapman and intent 
To lower prices, cheapen honest wares. 

BIANCA 

My lord, there is no reason you should stay. 

oomo 

Thou art my reason, peerless, perfect, thou, 

The reason I am here and my hfe's goal. 

For I was bom to love the fairest things . , . 

BIANCA 

To buy the fairest things that can be bought. 

GTJIDO 

Cruel Biaiical Cover me with scorn, 
I answer bom to love thy priceless self. 
That never to a market could be brought, 
No more than winged souls that sail and soar 
Asooag the plane1» or about the moon. 

7 
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BIANCA 

It is SO much thy habit to buy love. 
Or that which is for sale and labelled love. 
Hardly couldst thou conceive of priceless love. 
But though my love has never been for sale 
I have been in a market bought and sold. 

OUIDO 

This is some riddle which thy sweet wit reads 
To baffle mine and mock me yet again. 

BIANCA 

My marriage, sir, I speak of marriage now. 
That common market where my husband went 
And prides himself he made a bargain then. 

GUIDO 

The wretched chapman, how I hate his souL 

BIANCA 

He was a better bidder than thyself* 

And knew with whom to deal ... be did not 

speak 
Of gold to me, but in my father's ear 
He made it clink: to me he spoke of love. 
Honest and free and open without price, 
ounx) 

O white Bianca, lovely as the moon, 
The light of thy pure soul and shining wit 
Shows me my shame, and makes the thmg I was 
Slink like a shadow from the thing I am. 
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BIANCA 

•Let that which casts the shadow act, my lord, 

And waste no thought on what its shadow does 

Or has done. Are youth, and strength, and lore 

Balked by mere shadows, so that they forget 

Themselves so far they cannot be recalled? 

ounx) 

Nobility is here, not in the court. 

There are the tinsel stars, here is the moon, 

IWhose tranquil splendour makes a day of night. 

I have been starved by ladies, specks of light. 

And gkuy drowns me now I see the moon. 

BZAMCA 

I have refused round sums of solid gold 

And shall not be by tinsel phrases bought. 

avwo 

Dispute no more, witty, divine Biuica; 

Dispute no more. See I have brought my lute! 

Close lock the door. We will sup with the moon 

Xiike Persian princes, that, in Babylon 

Sup in the hanging gardens of the king. 

I know an air that can suspend the soul 

As high in heaven as those towered-gardens huig. 

BIANCA 

My husband may return, we are not safe. 

QUZDO 

Didst Uiou not say that he would sleep from home? 
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BIANCA 

He was not sure, he said it might be so. 

He was not sure — and he would send my aunt 

To sleep with me, if he did so decide, 

And she has not yet come. 

GUiDO IStarting'] 

Hark, what's that? 
[_Tkey listen, the sound of Maria's voice tn aaga 
with some one is faintly keardJ] 

BIANCA 

It is Maria scolds some gossip crone. 

GUIDO 

I thought the other voice had been a man's. 

BIANCA 

All still again, old crones are often gruff. 
You should be gone, my lord. 

OUTDO 

O, sweet BiflDcal 
How can I leave thee now I Thy beauty made 
Two captives of my eyes, and they were mad 
To feast them on thy form, but now thy wit. 
The liberated perfimae of a bud, 
Which while a bud seemed perfect, but now is 
That which can make its former self forgot: 
How can I leave the flower who loved the leaf? 
Till now I was the richest prince in Florence, 
10 
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I am a lover now would shun its throngs. 

And put away all state and seek retreat 

At Bellosguardo or Fiesole, 

Where roses in their fin'st profusion hide 

Some marble villa whose cool walls have rung 

A lau^iing echo to Decameron, 

And where thy laughter shall as gaily sound. 

Say thou canst love or with a silent kiss 

Instil that babny knowledge on my soul. 

BIANCA 

Canst tell me what love is? 

GVTDO 

It is consent. 
The union of two minds, two souls, two hearts. 
In all they think and hope, and feeL 

BIANCA 

Such lovers might as well be dumb, for those 
"Who think and hope and feel alike can never 
Have anything for one another's ear. 

oumo 

Love is? Love is the meeting of two worlds 

In never ending change and counter change. 



Thus will my husband praise the mercer's mart, 
Where the two worlds of East and West exchange. 
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GUIDO 

Come. Lore is lore, & kiss, a close embrace. 

It is . . . 

BIANCA 

'My husband calls that love 
When he hath slammed his weekly ledger ta 

GUIDO 

I find my wit no better match for thine 
Than thou art match for an old crabbed man; 
But I am sure my youth and strength and blood 
Keep better tune with beauty gay, and bright, 
As thine is, than lean age uid miser toiL 

BIANCA 

Well said, well said. I think he would not dare 
To face thee, more than owls dare face the sim; 
He's the bent shadow such a form as thine 
Might cast upon a dung heap by the road, 
Thou^ should it fall upon a proper floor 
'Twould he at once a better man than he. 

GUIDO 

Your merchant living in the dread of loss 
Becomes perforce a coward, eats his heart. 
Dull souls they are, who, like caged prisoners, watdi 
And envy others joy; they taste no food 
But what its cost is present to their thought. 
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BIANCA 

I am my father's daughter, in his eyes 

A home-bred girl who has been taught to spin. 

He never seems to think I hare a face 

Which makes you gallants turn where'er I pass. 

Qumo 

Thy night is darker than I dreamed, bright Star. 

BIANCA 

He waits, stands by, and mutters to himself. 
And never enters with a frank address 
To any company. His eyes meet mine 
And with a shudder I am sure he counts 
The cost of what I wear. 

OUIDO 

Forget him quite. 
Come, come, escape from out this dismal life, 
As a bright butteifly breaks spider's web, 
And nest with me among those rosy bowers. 
Where we will love, as though the lives we led 
Till yesterday were ghoulish dreams dispersed 
By the great dawn of limpid joyous life. 

BIANCA 

Will I not come? 

Gumo 

O, make no question, come. 
They waste their time who ponder o'er bad dreams 

IS 
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We will away to hills, red roses dothe. 

And though the persons who did haunt that dream 

Live on, they shall by distance dwindled, seem 

No bigger than the smallest ear of com, 

That cowers at the passing of a bird, 

And silent shall they seem, out of ear-shot. 

Those voices that could jar, while we gaze back 

From rosy caves upon the hiU-brow open, 

And ask ourselves if what we see is not 

A picture merely, — if dusty, dingy lives 

Continue there to choke themselves with malice. 

Wilt thou not come, Bianca? Wilt thou not? 

lA aoimd on. the stair.] 

GUIDO 

What's that? 

[The door opent, they Beparate guiltily, and the 

husband enters.'\ 
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